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CHAPTER I. 

OÜR LIFE AT BROOMHILL. 

Hügh's prophecy caixie but too true. Our arrival 
at Broomhill was iio sooner known through the 
county, than we were oyerwhelmed witt visitors. 
They came day after day, and week af ter week, 
tili I began to think we should never be at peace 
again. The gravel in the avenue w^as cut into 
furrows by their camage-wheels ; and had to be 
roUed continually. The card-baskets fiUed and 
overflowed, like perpetual fountains. Every even- 
ing I added fresh names to the list of visits which 
must be retumed — some day. I need hardly say 
that this influx of strangers wearied and annoyed 
me beyond description. I knew that curiosity 
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alone brought nine-tenths of them to my door^ 
and feit that I was the object of their criticism 
f rom the moment they passed its threshold tili they 
went away again, That I was Mrs, Sandyshaf t's 
niece; that my father was descended from the 
Marlborough family; that my sister Hilda was 
married to the Count de Chamnont ; that I had 
been educated in Germany ; and that we had been 
married and living abroad for more than a whole 
year, were facts that seemed to have propagated 
themselves in the air, and spread, heaven only 
knew how ! in all directions, Everybody seemed 
to know everything about me ; and one of the 
county papers even went so f ar as to hint at " a 
romantic attachment of long Standing;" though 
that could have been nothing bat conjecture« In 
the midst of all this visiting, I conf ess that I did 
not regret the absence of Lady Flora Bayham, 
now married, and living in u distant county, That 
childish wound of jealousy had left its scar, and 
though long since healed over, was not forgotten. 
In the meantime my husband lavished gifts 
upon me ; and, sober and simple as were my tastes, 
insisted, though with a more substantial result 
than did Petruchio, on providing me — 

^^ With Silken coats, and caps, and golden rings, 
With ruffs, and cuffs, and farthingales, and things.*^ 
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I had cashmeres brought by himself f rom the East, 
that a queen might envy ; fürs fit f or a Russian 
princess; gold and silver filigrees from Genoa; 
coral Ornaments from Naples ; mosaics from Rome 
and Florence ; silks and velvets so rieh that I feit 
afraid to wear them, and which a stately London 
court-dressmaker came all the way to Broomhill to 
fit and adapt to my little person. Then I had a 
riding horse; and a new habit; and a dainty 
little whip set with turquoises. And, above all, 
there came one day for my approval the most ex- 
quisite lounge-chaise that Messrs. Tnrrill and Co. 
ever tnmed out from their Workshops — a gracef ul 
shell-shaped thing, so light that it seemed to be 
hung upon nothing — ^and a pair of the shaggiest, 
tiniest, friskiest Shetland ponies that ever scamp* 
ered in hamess ! This last gift delighted me more 
than all the rest, and werit far to reconcile me to 
the Stern duty of retuming my neighbours* visits. 

In spite, however, of . all this luxury, and all these 
indulgences, my happiest hours were those which I 
spent in my painting-room, or alone with Hugh 
after dinner in our f avourite turret-chamber. The 
painting-room had been a spare bed-room in the 
wing traditionally appropriated to visitors, and I 
chose it for my studio for two reasons; one of 
which was that it commanded a fine view and an 
excellent north light, and the other that it was 
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only separated by a landing from that very turret 
Chamber, the threshold of which no stränge f oot 
ever prof aned. I had but little time ; f or the days 
grew short, and my interraptions were f requent ; 
but it was very pleasant only to have a picture on 
the easel and a task in band ; and I contrived al- 
most daily to secure the first two honrs af ter break- 
fast. 

My aunt, meanwhile, recovered rapidly; and, 
save such inevitable alteration as seven years must 
work, looked much the same as ever. Her step 
perhaps was a shade less firm, her carriage a trifle 
less erect, her voice a little less resonant, than 
when I first came to live with her at Stoneycroft 
Hall ; but her eye was as vigilant, and her tongue 
as caustic, as of old. As for her temper, it had 
become far more sour and overbearing than I had 
ever known it before. While she was yet very ill 
I began to suspect this; and as she got well, I saw 
it more and more plainly. 

" I know I am cross, Bab," she used to say. 
" I know I am cross, and very disagreeable ; but I 
can't help it. It's my infirmity. If you had never 
left me, I shouldn't have been half so bad. I had 
got used to you ; and the loss of you soured me — ^I 
know it did ; and now it's too late to be helped. I 
have lived too much alone these last years. It isn't 
in human nature to live alone, and improve« You 
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must take me as you find me, and make the best of 



me. 



I did take her as I f ound her, and I made the 
best of her ; but, f or all that, things would not go 
quite easily and cordially between us. Her temper 
was an infirmity ; and I made every allowance for 
lt. The loss of me had soured her — I did not 
doubt it for an instant. But that was not all. The 
f act was that she could never forgive me for mar- 
rying Hugh, nor Hugh for asking me. It had 
fnistrated all her favourite plans; and time, in- 
stead of reconciling her to the disappointment, 
seemed only to aggravate her sense of the injury 
and injustice which she conceived had been dealt 
out to herseif . Thus it came to pass that she was 
always saying some bitter thing which I could not 
hear without remonstrance, and which she was 
angry with me for feeling. To my husband she 
was so rüde, that, with all his f orbearance, he f ound 
it difficult to steer clear of open disagreement with 
her ; and so stayed away more and more, tili at 
last his Visits might almost be said to have entirely 
ceased. 

These things were to me, of necessity, the 
sources of profound and frequent trouble. The 
two whom I loved best in all the world were gra- 
dually growing to dislike each other more and more; 
and nothing that I could do would avert the cata- 
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Strophe. The breach ^dened daily before my 
eyes. I tried to patch it over continnally ; but in 
vain. In the attempt to justify Hugh to my aunt, 
or excuse my aunt to Hugh, I soon found that I 
did more härm than good ; and so gave it up af ter 
awhile, and sadly snffered matters to take their 
course. 

The month of October, and tbe greater part of 
November, passed by thus^ in receiving and pay- 
ing Visits, driving, riding, wearing fine clothes, 
and staving off that quarrel between my annt and 
Hugh which seemed to be mevitable at scwne time 
or other. Active and restless by nature, my hu»- 
band had been more than ever unsettled since onr 
retum to Broomhill, and now lived almost entirely 
in the open ain When not riding or driving with 
me, he was out shooting in bis preserves. He rode 
to every meet, however distant ; altboogh in Borne 
he had never expressed a wish to follow the sub- 
scription pack. It appeared, indeed, as if he had 
lost bis taste f or all the quiet pleasures of indoor 
lifo ; as if be could never be happy unless out and 
stirring ; as if , alas ! he took so little pleasure in 
bis ancestral home that it was a relief to him to 
get beyond its precincts. 

There were times when I looked back with loving 
regret to our delicious h'fe in Italy — ^when, but 
for the confident hope that better times must 
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come, I should almost have wished that I had 
never brought him back to Brocwnhill. 

In the meantime Goody — dear, faithf ul Goody 
— came down and made her home in a little 
gothic cottage that had once been a game-keeper^s 
lodge, situated on a pleasant green knoU, just 
where the woods bordered on the westem boun- 
dary of the park. To f umish this little maisonette 
f or her, to stock her presses with linen, her cup- 
boards with crockery, and her poultry-yard with 
cocks and hens, afforded me many hoors of un- 
mixed pleasure. Possessed of all these Inxuries, 
she thoug^t herseif a rieh woman ; and thongh it 
was almost winter when she came, looked upon 
Broomhill as little short of an Eden upon 
earth. 
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CHAPTER II. 

THE FAMILY DIAMONDS. 

" Bakbarina mia," said Hugh, as we were sitting 
together one evening after dinner, " I forgot to 
teil you that the Bayhams are going to give a 
great ball." 

" Who told you so ?" 

" Lord Bayham, himself ; I met him as I was 
Coming home." 

" Oh, dear me ! shall we be obliged to go f '* 

"Most undoubtedly; since it is to be given 
chiefly in honour of ourselves." 

" I am so tired of society," said I, with a sigh. 

" I am not ' tired' of it — ^I loathe it," grumbled 
Hugh, dealing a savage kick at the log upon the 
fire, and sending a shower of sparks, like a minia- 
ture firework, careering up the chimney. 
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" If we could only live here, Hugh, as we lived 
abroad !" 

He shrugged bis Shoulders gloomily. 

*^ We might if we liked, you know," I pursued, 
laying my band ooaxingly upon bis. " We were 
bound to retum tbe people's calls, and we bave 
done so ; but we are not bound to accept their in- 
vitations, or cultivate tbeir acquaintance^ unless we 
please." 

" Bah I what eise can we do f What eise is 
there f or us to do in a place like this I" 

"More than life itself would be long enough to 
do satisfactorUy, depend on it. In tbe first place, 
you bave books ; in the second, you bave art . . ." 

"My dear girl," said he, impatiently, "books 
and pictures are all very well in tbeir way ; but 
to an English country life they can add very little 
real enjoyment." 

" You desired no other pleasures when we were 
in Italy." 

" In Italy tbe case was different« In Borne we 
had all tbe art of tbe world. At Albano we had 
natural scenery. In botb we had the climate of 
Paradise." 

"But..." 

" But, my darling, this is a subject which weseeso 
differently, that it is useless to argue upon it. And 
now about this ball at Ashley Park. It is to take 
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place in about a month from the present time — 
that is to say, a week bef ore Christmas ; and as it 
-will be her first appearance in a large assemblj, I 
am aiudous that my little wif e should make a good 
appearance," 

" I want no more new dresses, Hugh," I ex- 
claimed. "I have more now than I shall ever 
wear.** 

^^ What an amazing Barbarina it is !" laaghed 
he, nnlocking a quaint old carved bureau in a 
recess beside the fire-place, and taking thence a 
large red morocco case, " The lady of Burleigh her- 
self could scarcely have regarded the haberdasher 
and dress-maker with a more pious horron Mais, 
Tossure-toiy Mrie. It was not of your dress that 
I was thinking, bat of these.'^ 

He touched the spring, and disclosed what looked 
like a consteUation of diamonds. 

" Oh, husband, how beautif ul T 

" They were my mother's, and my father's mo- 
ther's,'' Said Hogh, somewhat sadly ; ^^ and some 
of the stones, I believe, have been in the family 
even longer. They are yours now, my darling," 

" They are magnificent ; but — ^but f ancy me in 
all these diamonds V* 

«Whynotr 

<^ I shonld f eel ashamed — ^my grandeur wonld 
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«verwhelm me. How well Hilda would become 
them !" 

^^ Not better than thyself , carissima. But they 
are old-fashioned, and must be reset before my 
little woman wears them." 

" Indeed, no ! they will do beautif ully as they 
are." 

"Indeed, yes. Look at this aigrette. How 
would you like to go to Lord Bayham's ball with an 
aigrette perched upon your head, like an omament 
on a twelf th cake ? Then here are ear-rings. You 
have never wom ear-rings in your lif e ; and do 
you think I could endure to see my wifie's ears bar- 
barously stilettoed, as if she were a Choctaw squawt 
No, no — ^the aigrette and ear-rings will make a 
charming little tiara f or her brow ; and the neck- 
lace shall assume a more modern pattem ; and the 
brooch . • . what shall we do with* the brooch t 
Have it reset as a brooch, or tum it into a 
bracelet t" 

" Tum it into a bracelet, by all means, with a 
miniature of yourself in the midst." 

" jBon. I shonld not have trusted anyone but 
myself to take the jewels up to town, and I can see 
about the miniature at the same time. I think I 
will go to-morrow by the early train/' 

"And come back by the last ?" 

^* Humph I I don't know how to promise that, 
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Barbarina. I shall have to choose the pattems f or 
the diamonds ; to find an artist, to give my artist 
a sittingy if he will take me on so short a notice; 
to . . . . well, I will do my best ; and if I find I 
cannot catch the train, I will telegraph." 

" You will not telegraph," said L " You will 
come. Eemember the motto of Henri Quätre : — 
^ ä coeur vaillanty rien cCimpossible /'" 

I drove him over to the Station the next morn- 
ing by starlight, and saw him vanish, like Aubrey's 
ghost, to the "melodious twang" of the railway 
whistle. As I came back, the day was superb. 
The frosty road rang beneath the hoofs of my 
Shetlanders. The blue sky, unflecked by even a 
vapour, seemed immeasurably high and transpa- 
rent, There was a magical sharpness in the 
tracery of every bare bough that rose into the 
sunlight ; and the yellow leaves that still masked 
the nakedness of the woodlands, mocked the 
wintry landscape with autumnal hues. Bat for 
those yellow leaves, it might have been a moming 
of early springtime. 

Some such thought as this it was, perhaps, that 
led me back, during that homeward drive, to old 
memories of the happy springtide that I spent here 
long ago. I thought of that last morning when I 
met Hugh in the woods ; and remembered, almost 
with a sense of self-reproach, that I had not once 
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revibited the place since my retum. Then I 
looked at the silver rin|^j now transferred to my 
watch-chain ; and wondered if the marks of the 
shot were yet visible on the beech-bark ; and if the 
old mossy stump on which I was sitting when they 
whistled past, had been spared all this time by the 
woodcutters. Finally, when, at about the distance 
of a mile and a half f rom BroomhiU, I met one of 
the grooms and two or three of the dogs, I alighted^ 
desired the man to drive the ponies home, and 
announced my intention of Walking round by the 
woods. 

" If you please, 'm," said he, touching his cap, 
" I think Nap would like to go with you." 

"Then he shall certainly do so, Joseph. Come, 
Nap ! Come on, boy !" 

And with this I Struck down a side path, lead- 
ing to the woods, with the great dog barking and 
galloping round me. The groom, the pointers, 
and the Shetlanders pursued their way by the high 
road. 

Nap and I were great friends. He was a 
magnificent beast, of pure St. Bemard breed; 
powerful and tawny as a young lion, with a deep 
f urrow on his brow, and a voice that sounded as if 
it came from an organ-pipe. His name was 
Napoleon, called Nap f or shortness ; and his pedi-' 
gree was as illustrious as his name. He was, in 
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fact, the last lineal descendant of an ancestor 
whose owner acted as guide to the First Consul in 
the celebrated passage of 1800 ; and who himself 
accompanied his master and the army through all 
the difficulties and dan^ers of the route. I used 
sometimes to think that Nap was conscioos of his 
own nobility, and becomingly proud of his gene- 
alogical adyantages. He accepted caresses as if 
they were his due ; was dignified iu his intercourse 
with small dogs ; and had at all times such an air 
of easy grandeur that it would have been impos- 
sible to treat him with disrespect. 

His first greeting over, and his satisfaction 
sufficiently expressed, Nap trotted calmly f orward, 
some thr^e or four yards in advance, with now and 
then a pause and a glance back. Thus we crossed 
the upland fallows, and skirted part of the Stoney- 
croft land, and entered the woods by a little rustic 
Stile, the top-rail of which was carved all over with 
the initials of by-gone loiterers. 

It was by this time nearly mid-day, and the 
wintry wood, carpeted with russet leaves, and 
interspersed here and there with ilex, hoUy, and 
fir-trees, glowed in the sunshine with a beauty 
peculiar to the season. Unexcluded by foliage, 
the broad füll light poured in upon every bank 
and hollow, and chequered the ground with 
shadows of interlacing boughs. There was scarcely 
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a breath of air, and the calm of the place was 
perfecta The dry leaves crackled underf oot. Now 
and then, a bird twittered, or a pheasant* rose, 
whirriug, from the brushwood« Now and then^ a 
leaf fluttered down through the sunshine« As I 
went f orward, half uncertain of the way, and look- 
ing out on all sides for any indication of the rising 
ground which had been the scene of my childish 
romance^ I could not help thiuking of this passage 
in " Christabel :"— 

" There was not wind enough to twirl 
The one red leaf, the last of its clan, 
That dances as often as dance it can, 
Hanging so light, and hanging so high, 
On the topmost twig that looks up at the sky/^ 

Suddenly, while I was repeating the last two 
lines dreamily over and over, the St, Bernard 
uttered a short joyous bark, bounded from my side, 
dashed away across a little space of open glade 
where several fallen trunks showed that the wood- 
menhadbeen lately at work, and precipitated himself 
in a rapture of recognition upon the knees of a 
lady whom, but for this incident, I believe I should 
have passed without seeing« She was dressed all 
in black, and half hidden by the pile of log-wood 
on which she was sitting. I was just close enough 
to See her throw her arms passionately round the 
dog'a neck, and kiss him on the furrowed forehead 
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— ^glance quickly round — snatch up a book from 
the grass beside her — start to her feet, tuming 
lipon me a pale face with a stränge flash of terror 
and dislike on it — and plunge hastily away among 
the trees. The dog plunged af ter her. Surprised 
and disturbed, I stood for a moment, looking after 
them. Then, while I could yet hear him crashing 
through the brushwood, I called "Nap! Napl 
Nap !" repeatedly, but in vain. Once, after an 
interval of several minutes, I heard him give a 
faint, f ar-away, uncertain bark — then all was still 
again. 

Somewhat unsettled by the loss of my four- 
footed companion, and perplexed by the stränge 
manner[]of his disappearance, I followed the open 
glade tili I came to a game-keeper's cottage, and 
thence inquired my way home. I was tired, and 
it was useless to think of searching the woods to- 
day for a spot which by this time, no doubt, had 
lost all its former characteristics. Besides, I did 
not quite like wandering alone, without even a dog 
to bear me Company. So I went back, by the 
nearest path, to Broomhill, intending to send some 
one in search of Nap as soon as I got home ; and 
feeling something like an uneasy doubt as to 
whether we should ever see him again. 

What, then, was my relief when the first object 
I beheld as I approached the house on the library- 
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side, was Nap himself, ^J^^g sphinx-like^ with his 
nose upon his paws, in the midst of the snnny 
gravelled space where the f ountain was plajdng ! 

I opened the Kttle iron gate — ^the same through 
which I had ventared, a hreathless trespasser, that 
day when Hugh surprised me at the window — ^and 
went up to him, and patted him, and remonstrated 
with him on his late behaviour. But he only 
thumped his tail npon the ground, and blinked at 
me lazily — and it was of no use to ask him where 
he had been, or with whom. 

Then I went in, sent for Mrs. Fairhead, de- 
scribed the lady, and inquired if anyone had seen 
the dog come home. But Mrs. Fairhead could teil 
me no more than Nap himself ; so I betook myself 
to my painting-room, and proceeded to work away 
the weary hour§ before my husband's return. 
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CHAPTEE in, 

IMPEBIAL TOKAY IN VBNBTIAN GLASSES. 

" To haye my way, in spite of your tongue and reason's 
teeth, tastes better than Hungary wine/^ 

Death's Jest Book. 

" Put the painting by for to-day, Barbara," said 
Hugh, thrusting bis head just inside tbe door, 
" and come with me." 

" Where, dearf 

^^ Into the next room." 

"Whatfor?" 

" You shall know, when you get tbere.'* 

" Well — in five minutes." 

" No, carina — at once," 

*^ Tiresome f ellow 1 The light is just going, and 
I want to add another touch or two to this head, 
before leaving off." 
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" Never mind the head. I can show you some- 
thing much better worth looking at," 

"Yourown,perhapsr 

'' May be. Chi lo sa ?" 

"Your Portrait?" I exclaimed^ starting up at 
once. " I am sure it is your portraitt Who lias 
brought it I When did it come f " 

" I have not even said that it is my portrait," re- 
plied he, laughing, and leading the way. At the 
door of the turret Chamber, he paused and put his 
hands over my eyes, saying that I must go in, 
blindfolded. 

" And now, one — TWO — ^THEEE, and the cur- 
tain rises on the Halls of Dazzling Light, in the 
Kef ulgent Abode of the Fairy Crystallina !" 

He withdrew his hands, and f or the first moment 
I was really dazzled ; f or he had caused the f ading 
daylight to be shut out, and two enormous brauch 
candelabra and a powerful vesta lamp to be lighted; 
so that the little room seemed all ablaze. Then, 
as my eyes grew accustomed to it, I saw that these 
lights were ranged round a sort of fantastic altar 
draped with a rieh oriental shawl of crimson 
silk and gold, supporting a velvet cushion on which 
were afranged a glittering tiara, necklace, and 
bracelet of diamonds. 

I flew to the bracelet, and burst into exclama- 
tions of delight. 

C2 
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" Oh, husbaud, how charming ! What an ad- 
mirable likeness I What a treasure !" 

"I am glad the portrait pleases you, Barbara 
mia. 

"It enchants mel You never gave me any- 
thing that pleased me half so much." 

" Come, that's well. And the setting t" 

" It has your very expression." 

" My expression is brilliant, I confess," said 
Hugh ; " but you mustn't be too flattering." 

" I could declare that the mouth is just about to 
say ' Barbarina !' And then the eyes, looking up, 
half in jest and half in eamest. . . • ." 

" Will it please your Majesty to tum your own 
eyes in this direction, and teil me what you think 
of the rest of the regalia f ' 

"I think it exceedingly beautiful — ^much too 
beautiful for my wearing. I shall feel like King 
Cophetua's bride, or Grisildis with the ^croune on 
hir hed/ when I wear that circlet upon mine." 

" Never mind how you will feel ; I want to see 
how you will look. Come, let me crown you," 

" Nay, in this woollen gown " 

"Oh, the woollen gown is easily disguised. 
See, with this shawl flung over it — ^and f astened 
on the Shoulder, thus — and the sleeve rolled up, 
out of sight — ^and the bracelet on the pretty white 
arm — and the tiara ....." 
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" What a boy you are, Hugh !" 

" Stop, here's the necklace yet to come. Per 
BaccOy I have seen many a genuine queen who 
looked not half so well in her finery !" 

*^But I cannot see myself in this mirrorless 
room !" 

" Then we will go into the drawing-room, carinay 
where you can flourish at füll length in three or 
four mirrors at once." 

"How absurd, if we meet any of the servaiits 
on the stairs!" 

"Pshawl what does that signifyl" laughed 
Hugh, ringing the bell. " We will make a State 
procession of it. Tippoo shall precede you with 
the branches, and I will bring up the rear with the 
lamp. Shall we send for Mrs. Fairhead to carry 
your train ?" 

" Mercy on us ! what mummery is this f ' cried 
a voice at the door; and not Tippoo, but Mrs. 
Sandyshaft stood before us. 

We both started at the sight of this stem appa- 
rition, and, for a moment, could find nothing to 
say. 

" You must be mad," pursued my aunt, still on 
the threshold ; " stark, staring mad, both of you I 
It's only charity to suppose it. Pray, may a sane 
person inquire what it is you're af ter I" 

" My dear aunt," I stammered, divesting myself 
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of the shawl, and pulling down my sleeves as fast 
as I could ; " the— the diamonds — Hugh wanted 
to See how I should look in them. They have just 
come home " 

"The diamonds?" repeated she, incredulously. 
" Stuff and nonsense — ^the fiddlesticks I What are 
they made of ? Bristol paste, or bog crystal T* 

" My dear Madam," said Hugh, shrugging his 
shouljiers, " do you suppose I should allow my wif e 
to wear mock jewels 1" 

My aunt snatched the liara from my head, and 
examined it closely. 

"If the stones are real, Hu^ Farquhar," said 
she, " the more shame for you I No man in your 
Position can aflford to buy diamonds at this rate. 
They^d be worth eight or ten thousand pounds.' * 

" They are valued at twelve," replied he, calmly. 

"But he has not bought them," I interposed* 
"They are old family jewels, reset. They be- 
longed to his mother, and his grandmother ; and 
some of them are older stilL" 

" Humph ! And are you going to be such a 
f ool as to wear them, Bab f " 

" I cannot see where the f oUy would be, aunt.'* 

" Nonsense I a child like you ; young enough to 
be at school now .... people will laugh at 
you." 

" If they do, the f olly will be theirs. As the 
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wif e of a gentleman, and the daughter of a gen- 
tleman . . ." 

" Bab, don't argue with me. I won't stand it. 
I think ohe of you might have offered me a seat 
all this while, considering it*s the first time Vve 
called on you." 

"Forgive me, Airs. Sandyshaft," said Hugh, 
placing a chair f or her, immediately ; " but you 
took US so by surprise that • . ." 

" That you f orgot your good manners," inter- 
rupted my aimt, sharply; "though, goodness 
knows, the/re not much to boast of, at any time !" 

"Always indulgent and complimentary, Mrs. 
Sandyshaft," retorted he with a bow of mock ac- 
knowledgment. 

Having by this time thrust the shawl out of 
sight, and shut the jewels away in their cases, I 
hsustened to divert the conversation by helping my 
aunt to loosen her great cloth cloak and boa, and 
telling her how glad I was to see her at Broomhill. 

" You're not glad to see me, Bab," said she, sus- 
piciously. " I don't believe it." 

" My dearest aunt, why . • ." 

" Because Fm old, and you're young. Because 
Pm crabbed and sour, and you're happy and gay. 
Don't teil me I I know the world ; and I know 
you'd far rather have my room than my Company!" 

" You know nothing of the kind, aunt," I replied, 
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giving her a hearty kiss ; *^ and you don't mean a 
Word of it." 

" Every syllable," said she, obstinately. 

^' And you know that I have always loved you 
dearly, and that . . ." 

" You care a deal more for your trumpery dia- 
monds, and your ugly ponies, and your gauds of 
silk and satin, TU be bound I" 

" How dare you say so ? I've a great mind to 
say that I don't love you a bit — that I am very 
sorry to see you — that I wish you would go away 
directly, and not even stay to dine with us, like a 
dear, good, sociable, welcome old darling, as you 
are !" 

" I'm not good," said my aunt, grimly ; " and I 
neverwas sociable." 

" Be bad and unsociable, then, if you like ; but 
at all events remain a few hours with us, now that 
you are here," persuaded I, with an impatient 
glance at Hugh to second my invitation. 

" I think Mrs. Sandyshaft will stay," said he, 
smiling. 

" Do you f " exclaimed she, with a determined 
little jerk of the head, " Then you're mistaken. 
/ dine with you, indeed ? No, thank you. None 
of your outlandish foreign messes for me ! I go 
home to my piain beef and mutton — piain English 
beef and mutton !" 
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" But my dear aunt," I began, ** you shall . . . ." 

"Bab," Said she, "you're as bad as he is by this 
time, Tve no doubt. I can't eat sour kraut, my 
dear. It's of no use to ask me." 

"Wbat shall we do, Hugh, to persuade hert" 
ponted I ; f ancying that she, perhaps, ref used be- 
cause he did not press her sufficiently. "How 
shall we make her believe that she would not be 
poisoned?" 

" We — that is, yow, can do no more than you 
have done, my child," replied he, drawing back one 
of the curtains, and looking out across the park. 
" Still I am of opinion that Mrs. Sandyshaft will 
stay." 

" And why I" said my aunt. 

" For two excellent reasons ; the first of which is 
that it is now dark, and . . . ." 

" I have my old close carriage with me," inter- 
rupted my aunt. 

" — and rather f oggy," pursued Hugh ; " and 
your old close carriage has just disappeared through 
the gates of the west lodge." 

"Disappeared? Mercy on us! who dared to 
send it away ?" 

" I did. And the second reason . . . ." 

" But I teil you I can't stay, and I won't stay I 
I insist on having it called back ! Bab, do you 
hear me ? — I irisist on having it called back." 
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" And the second reason," contlnued Hugh, with 
the same cheerf ul impassibility, " is that we have 
red mullet for dinner." 

Now if there was one delicate dish which more 
than another tempted uiy aunt's frugal appetite, 
it was a dish of red mullet. Distant as we were 
from any large town, fish was at all times scarce 
in our part of the country ; and red mullet espe- 
cially so. It was not in human nature to resist 
such a combination of circumstances. My aunt's 
countenance softened. I suspect that she had 
wished, in her heart, to stay with us from the first ; 
but the red mullet gave her an opportunity of 
doing so upon purely neutral grounds, and that was 
no small advantage. 

« Eed mullet ?" said she. " Humph I Where 
didyougetitr 

" From London — f resh this moming." 
" " And how d'ye have it cooked I Eed mullet 
properly cooked is the best dish that comes to 
table ; but messed up with f oreign kickshaws . . . ." 

^* It shall be dressed, my dear aimt," said I, " in 
any way you prefer." 

" Well — ^what eise ynll you give me ? — ^not but 
^hat I can maJce my dmner off the fish, if the rest 
is uneatable." 

"My dear Mrs. Sandyshaft," said Hugh, "you 
shall dine exclusively upoji red mullet, if you 
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please ; though I think I can answer for a palate- 
able pheasant as well. As for Barbara and myself, 
we, of course, habitually sitdown to birds' nest 
soup, fricasseed frogs, alligators' brains ajta sauce^ 
potted cobrarKÜ-capello, and other f oreign trifles öf 
the same kind ; bat of these you need not partake, 
unless you please." 

My aiint smiled^ grimly. 

^^You have a disgusting Imagination, Hugh 
Farquhar," said she ; " but you may depend that 
you have eaten things quite as bad, and worse, many 
a time without knowing it." 

And so the dinner question ended, and she 
stayed. How often and how vainly I afterwards 
wished that I had never persuaded her to .do 
so! 

We dined at seven, and it was nearly six by the 
time she had agreed to remain ; but that hour was 
actively employed by Mrs. Fairhead and the cook, 
and the result was an excellent dinner in the 
genuine English style ; so well dressed and so well 
served, that it even elicited the approbation of Mrs. 
Sandyshaft herseif. In addition to this, Hugh, 
of course, brought out the best wines that his well- 
stocked cellars afforded ; and, at dessert, produeed 
a very small, cobwebbed, ancient looking bottle, 
which was placed upon the table in a silver stand, 
as reverently as if it had been a sacred relic. 
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" What have you got there I" asked my aunt, 
coraplacently. 

"A Patriarch," replied Hugh. "A patriarch 
that onca dwelt in an Emperor^s cellar, and was 
one of a hundred dozen presented by the Emperor 
to a great Jew capitalist. The Jew capitalist 
died, and his heirs put up to auction all his 
wines, plate, pictures, books, horses and per- 
sonal property. At this auction the patriarch, 
with his surviving brethren, now only twelve dozen 
in number, passed into the hands of a great En- 
glish physician, famed alike for his wit, hospi- 
tality, and leaming. The physician and my f ather 
were friends and school-fellows. My father died 
first ; but the physician remembered me in his will, 
and lef t me, among other items, a valuable Chrono- 
meter, a very curious Latin library, and the last 
fif teen bottles of the wine now bef ore you. Tippop, 
draw the cork." 

Tippoo stepped forward from behind his master's 
chair, where he had been standing like a bronze 
Statue, and obeyed. 

" Bring me three Venetian glasses." 

And three Venetian glasses (quaint, delicate 
things, with bowls like finely blown soap-bubbles, 
and fantastic wreathed stems of white and sapphire 
glass) were placed before him. Into these he 
slowly poured the precious liquid, which came out 
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sullenly, like a Ilquenr, and hung in heavy red 
drops about the brim. 

My aunt tasted hers — set it down — tasted it 
a^in — sniffed it — ^held it up to the light; and 
finally said — 

"The riebest wine I ever tasted in my life. 
Whatisitr 

" Imperial Tokay." • . 

" And is tbat all true that you've been telling 

US?" 

" Every word of it. The Emperor was Francis 
the First of Austria; the capitalist was GQJbischmidt, 
and the physician was Sir Astley Cooper." 

"Tve tasted Tokay before," said my aunt; "but 
it wasn't like this." 

"I dare say not. This is the real Tokay essence, 
and is used by Austrian and Hungarian wine-mer- 
chants merely as a flavouring f or the Tokay that 
is bought and sold. The genuine essence, in its 
unadulterated purity, is hardly to be tasted at other 
than royal tables. The name of this wine is the 
Mezes-Mal6 Tokay, and it grows in a small vine- 
yard which is the property of the Emperor." 

" It must be valuable," said my aunt, emptying 
her glass with infinite gusto. 

"It is valuable. This wine is at least sixty 
years old. Sir Astley Cooper bought it for sixty- 
three Shillings the bettle. The bettle contains six 
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glasses, and each glassful is therefore worth half a 
guinea. The Venetian beakers out of which we 
drink it are three hundred years old; and the value 
of each beaker is about equivalent to a bottle of the 
wine. There's a pretty piece of arithmetic f or you, 
ladies." 

"It's drinking money," exclaimed my aunt. 
"It'ssinfuir 

"Pleasant sinning, however/' repHed Hugh. 
" PSchons encore /" 

"Not for the world, Mercy on usl I wouldn't 
have drunk that, if I had known what it was 
worth." 

" Nonsense. The patriarch is sacrificed in your 
honour, and you are bound to perform your share 
in dispatching him. Tippoo, fill Mrs. Sandyshaf t's 
glass." 

" No — no thank you ; not another drop !" 

And my aunt^ in the energy of her abstinence, 
clapped her hand so roughly over the top of her 
glass, that the dellcate globe snapped away at its 
junction wfth the stem, roUed over the edge of the 
table, and shattered into a thousand fragments. 

^* Mercy on us! — a glass worth three poundsl 
m — ^I'll get you another like it !" gasped my aunt, 
aghast at her misfortune. 

" Indeed you must not think of such a thing," 
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Said Hugh. " It is a matter of no importance. 
Tippoo, another glass f or IVIrs. Sandyshaft." 

" But indeed I will ! TU have every curiosity 
shop in London ransacked tili I find one. Give 
me the pieces for a pattern, please .... dear, dear 
me, I wish people wouldn't eat and drink out of 
things that are too fine for use !" 

^^ People who do so, dearest aunty, must be pre- 
pared for the possible consequences," laughed I. 
** Pray say no more about it." 

" And pray do not attempt to replace the glass 
either," added Hugh ; " for it would be perfectly 
useless. I bought that half-dozen at the sale at 
the Manfrini palace, and I know there are no 
others like them." 

"How do you know it?" asked my aunt, snap- 
pishly. 

^^ Because I am a connoisseur of antique glossy 
and am acquaii^ted with all the best coUections in 
Europe." 

"I believe, Hugh Farquhar," said my aunt, 
" that you know everything that isn't*worth know- 
ing, and nothing that is." 

" I know that this Tokay is too good to be re- 
fused. Let me persuade you to take a second 
glass." 

"Not I! I only wish I hadn't taken the 
first." 
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" I should have been really vexed if you had 
declined it," said Hugh ; " f or it is a wine that I 
only, produce on rare occasions." 

" The rarer the better, I should say/' retorted 
my aunt. " Especially if you give it to people in 
glasses that can't be touched without being broken ; 
and which, when broken, cannot be replaced. It 
may be a compliment — ^I dare say it is ; but it's a 
very disagreeable one, let me teil you." 

"I wish, upon my honour, Mrs. Sandyshaft, 
that you would think no more about it." 

" But I can't help thinking about it. It annoys 
me. 

" Well, let US, at all events, say nothing f arther 
upon the subject." 

" Oh, it's of no use trying to impose silence on 
me," said my aunt. ^* What I think of , I talk of . 
It's my way." 

A slight flush of displeasiire rose to my hus- 
band's brow, and he looked down without replying. 
He had been admirably polite and good-humoured 
up to this time; but I could see that he had 
not liked the tone of her remarks f or some minutes 
past. 

" And besides," added she, working herseif into 
a worse temper, as she went on, " I hate to incur 
obligations that I can't retum, I feel Tve cost 
you six guineas within the last half-hour; three 
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of which, at least, no money can make right 
again." 

" I beg leave to assure you, Mrs. Sandyshirft,'* 
Said Hugh, coldly, " that I am not in the habit of 
estimating the pounds, Shillings^ and pence which 
it may cost me, when I entertain a friend at my 
table.** 

" Perhaps if you thought a little more about the 
pounds, Shillings, and pence, it would be better for 
you," replied she. 

" Of that you must perniit me to judge/' 

*' A civil way, I suppose, of desiring me to mind 
my own business." 

" My dear aunt," said I, growing momentarily 
more and more uneasy, "thisconversation has wan- 
dered quite f ar enough from the subject. Pray Jet 
US talk of something eise." 

"Bab, it^s neither your place, nor your hus- 
band's^ to stop my mouth. What I think, I think ; 
and what I choose to say, I say ; and both Houses 
of . Parliament shouldn't prevent me. When I see 
people extravagant, and ostentatious, and thought- 
less, I teil 'em of it. If they doh't like to hear the 
truth, if s not my fault." 

" You must give me leave to say, Mrs. Sandy- 
shaft, that I am really at a loss to understand your 
meaning," said Hugh. " If I could suppose that 
you intended those expressions for . . . ." 

VOL. III. D 
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" Intended ? — ^fiddlesticks 1 Who eise should I 
intend them for I You are ostentatious, and ex- 
travagant, and thonghtless, Hugh Farquhar; and 
you know it. There isn't another man in this 
connty who has spent his money so wildly and 
foolishly as yourself — and not only his money, bat 
all the most precious years of his lif e, into tbe bar- 
gain. Ah, Bab, it's no use to look at me like that I 
These things have been on my mind a long time, 
and now that IVe begun, TU just say my say out, 
and have done with it. I teil you Tm sick of 
your art-jargon, and absenteeism, and continental 
ways — of your Paul What-you-may-call- ems, and 
your ponies, and your diamonds, and your curio- 
sities, and your nonsenses and follies« Nothing 
£nglish is good enough for you. If you've a 
horse, he must be Arabian. If youVe a dog, he 
must be a St. Bemard, or a Dutch pug, or a French 
poodle, or an Italian greyhound. If you buy a 
picture, it's never a Gainsborough nor a Sir Joshua 
Reynolds; but some miserable foreign daub got 
up in the back slums of Rome, to dupe the En- 
glish. Every sentence you speak is interlarded 
with parley-voos. The very servant that Stands 
behind your chair is a nasty, sly, black, heathenish 
savage, more like a monkey than a man ! " 

" Stop, Mrs. Sandyshaft," interposed Hugh, the 
angry vein swelliug on his temple, and an ominous 
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flash Ughting up bis eyes. " I can make large al- 
lowance f or your prejudices and your temper ; but 
I will not suffer you to utter malicious untratbs of 
the most faithful friend and servant I have ever 
known." 

"Oh, Hughl" I exclaimed, "she does not 
mean it! Pray, pray let this discussion be 
ended ! " 

" Bab, I do mean it," replied my aunt, whose 
long-repressed irritation had now burst f orth in a 
fierytorrent, stronger than her own realen. "I 
do mean it, and it's true ; and I only say what 
everybody thinks, and nobody dares to say before 
bis face. He's no Englishman. No man who 
lives as he has Kved these last twelve or fifteen 
years, deserves the name of Englishman. He has 
perf ormed none of the duties belonging to bis posi- 
tion in the connty. He has neither represented it 
in Parliament ; nor served it as a magistrate ; nor 
improved his acres; nor cultivated the good-will 
of his neighbours and tenants ; nor done any one 
Single thing but spend out of his country the money 
that his ancestors invested in it. Nothing but min 
can come of it — nothing but min ! " 

" Upon my soul, Mrs. Sandyshaft," said Hugh, 
rising angrily f rom his seat at the table, " this is 
iusufferable! By what right do you take the 

D 2 
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liberty of judging my conduct accordmg to your 
Standard ? I have yet to leam that . . . ." 

" By the right of my relationship to this poor, 
Inckless, mistaken child I" interrupted my aunt. 
" A year ago, I would have said nothing abottt it. 
You might have gone to perdition your own way, 
f or any interf erence of mine ; but now things aare 
different. Your worthless lot is linked up with 
hers, and if you're niined, she must be the victim. 
I wish she'd never seen you. I wish Fd never 
Seen you. Fd as soon she'd married a strolling 
player, or a wandermg Arab, as you, Hugh Far- 
quhar ! You're the last man living whom Td have 
firiven her to, if Td had any voice in the matter ; 
and I don't mind telling you so !" 

" Having told me so, Mrs. Sandyshaft, and hav- 
ing, I presume, insulted me sufSciently at my own 
table, you will now be satisfied, and permit me to 
wish you a good evening," said Hugh, looking 
very pale, and moving towards the door. " Bar- 
bara, I leave to you the task, or the pleasure, of en- 
tertaining Mrs. Sandyshaft during the remainder 
of the evening." 

" That won't be f or long, then, I can teil you ; 
and what's more, it will be many a day before I 
cross your threshold agam." 

" As you please, Madam." 

And with this, he lef t the room. 
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" Oh, aunt Sandyshaft ! aunt Sandyshaft ! 
What have you donel" I cried, bursting into 
tears. 

" Told him a piece of my mind, Bab ; and much 
good may it do him," repKed she, stalking angrily 
up and down the room, 

" But you will never, never be friends again !" 

" I can't help that." 

"But I — ^what am I to dol I who love you 
both so well ! Remember how dear he is to me — 
my husband . . . ." 

"Bab, he's a scamp. He is not worthy of 
you." 

" It is f alse ! You do not know him — ^he is the 
best, the bravest, the — ^the noblest . . . ." 

My sobs choked me, and I broke down. My 
aunt stopped short bef ore me, and Struck the table 
violently with her open band. 

" Bab," said she, "you're a fool. The man will 
break your heart, some day ; and then you'll be- 
lieve me," 

A f ew minutes more, and she was gone ; never, 
as I feit in my heart, to retum again. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THB MYSTEEY IN THE HOU8E. 

*' ^to be wroth with one we love 

Doth work like madness in the brain.*^ 

Christabel. 

Short as were the wintiy days, and f requent my 
intemiptions, I went on painting regularly through- 
out November and the greater part of December. 
The beloved occupation did me good in all ways, 
and helped to keep my thoughts f rom dwelling too 
constantly on that painful breach which now seemed 
as if it could never again be healed over. My aunt 
had been the aggressor ; and I knew her too well to 
hope that she would ever acknowledge herseif 
wrong. She would have died, at any time, rather 
than apologise. This being the case, I found it 
more and more di£Scult to keep peace with her ; 
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and so stayed chiefly at home and at work, during 
the time that elapsed between the great Bayham 
ball, and the evening of her nnfortunate visit. As 
that long appointed date drew nearer, my pietore 
approached corapletion. The subject had been 
suggested by Hugh when we were travelling in. 
Switzerland, more than a year ago, and had dwelt 
in my recollection as a hope and a project ever 
since. It represented Erasmos at Basle. 

The great vrit and theologian was seen standing, 
towards evening, ou the terrace in front of the Ca« 
thedral, looking thoughtf ully over towards the hüls 
of the Schwartz-Wald. The sun had jnst set, and 
a calm light filled the sky, Far below coursed the 
Bhine, broad, green, and eddpng. Between the 
chestnut trees on the terrace peeped the quaint red 
columns of the eloister which he loved to pace ; 
and on the ledge of the parapet, against the stone- 
bench on which he would seem to have been sitting, 
lay an antique f olio, printed, perhaps, by Guten- 
berg 6f Maintz. On the figore of Erasmus Ihad 
bestowed infinite pains, having made a sketch f rom 
his Portrait in the Concilium Saal for this purpose., 
Desirous of representing him as he appeared towards 
the latter end of his lif e, when he had retumed to 
Basle for the second time,, I took care to deepen 
the lines about the face ; and strove to light it up, 
as if from vdthin, with that divine expression of 
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hope and resignation which is said to have settled 
lipon it, like a glory, dnring his last sofferings. 
He wore a long f urred robe, and a flat, three-cor- 
nered cap of black velvet. One thin band rested 
on the book, wbile with the other he supported his 
Jrail and f ailing form upon a stick with a trans- 
verse handle, like a short crutch. Close of day, 
and close of stainless life ; peace within, and peace 
on the World without ; night Coming on, and the 
Great Dawn after the night: — these were the 
thoughts I sought to utter upon the canvas ; this 
was the tale I endeavoured, however imperfectly, 
to relate. 

It happened one moming, when Hugh was out 
with his gun, and I had settled down to a long day's 
work, that I became dissatisfied, somehow, with the 
folio on the parapet. I had taken the 1623 Shakes- 
peare f or my model — a, fine old book, which looked 
as though it might have sat for its portrait to the 
author of these well-known lines descriptive of a 
mediaeval volume : — 

« 

" That weight of wood, with leathem coat o'erlaid, 
Those ample clasps of solid metal made, 
The close-press^d leaves unclosed for many an age, 
The dull red edging of the well-fill'd page, 
On the broad back the stubbom ridges roU'd, 
Where yet the title Stands in tamish'd gold." 

The Shakespeare's ^^ leathem coat," however, 
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was of dark brown calf^ and looked too sombre 
when Seen in eonjunction with the deepening 
shadows on the terrace, and the dark-robed figure 
of Erasmus. I placed the picture in varioiis lights, 
and the more I looked, the inore I became con- 
vinced that some less heavy colour would improve 
the composition. What if I made it a binding of 
antique vellum, toned by age to a niellow golden 
hue, in harmony with the warm tints of the sky I 
I had Seen one whole compartment füll of such in 
the library below — ^great, ponderous, ancient folios 
of theologlc lore, lettered " Acta Sanctorum,^ and 
extending through some thirty or forty volumes. 
Could I do better than take one of these I Could 
I, if I searched f or a year, place in the hands of 
Desiderius Erasmus a work which he was more 
likely to have had in frequent usel Delighted 
with the idea, and eager to put it into immediate 
execution, I ran down at once to the library, to 
select my volume, 

The circular stove within its trellis of ^(rought 
bronze, diffused a mild warmth throughout the 
great room. The wintry sunlight poured in at in- 
tervals through the lofty Windows, and feil in 
bright patches on the floor. The long rows of 
books, shelf above shelf, in their rieh and varied 
bindings, glowed with a f riendly lustre, and gave 
out a pleasant odour of Eussia and Morocco. The 
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brass wire-work glittered like gold. It was a place 
to haye • made even a savage in love with bopk»— 
a columbarium where there was found neither 
dust, nor ashes^ nor f unereal ums ; but only caskets 
of rieh workmanship embalming the souls of the 
wise. 

The library, as I think I have akeady men- 
tioned elsewhere, was divided into compartments of 
carved oak ; eaeh of which was about f our f eet in 
width, and reached all the way to the ceiling, 
where it terminated in a simple cornice supporting 
a small entablature. Of these compartments there 
were sixteen on the right hand side, divided half 
way by the stove^ which stood somewhat back in an 
antique carved fireplace. On the opposite side, 
divided at regulär intervals by five long Windows, 
stood twelve similar compartments ; while at the 
end, the great Tudor window, through which I was 
caught peeping so many years ago, filled in the 
vista with rieh heraldic emblazonments of stained 
glass, tjbrough which the daylight filtered in streams 
of purple and gold. 

And all this was his and mine ! 

There were moments, now and then, whcn I 
seemed to wake up to a sense of sudden wonder 
and gratitude, scarce believingl that my happiness 
was more thän a dream ; and this was one of those 
moments. I paused; looked up and down the 
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noble gaDeiy ; and asked myself wfaat I had d(»ie 
to deserve so mach devotion, so mach wealth^ so 
great and manj advantages? Truly, I had done 
nothing but love^ and love perfectly; and mj 
love had bronght its own ^^ exceeding great reward«'' 
Was not tbat reward too gracious and abundant? 
Was I old enough, and wise enou^, to nse it 
rightly 1 I coold bot try, hombly, eamestty^ f aith- 
f ully . I conld but tiy ; and I would tiy — ^and my 
eyes grew dim as I registered that silent resolu- 
tion, which was a prayer and a promise in one. 

Tuming these things over in my mind, I passed 
Blowly np the libraiy, looking f or the compartment 
of the ^Aeta Sanetarum.^ I found it at the farthest 
end, making the last compartment on the right 
hand side, on a hne with the fireplace. I have 
said that the books were protected by wire screens. 
These wire screens worked upon hinges, and 
opened in the middle of each compartment, like 
foldmg-doors. I tumed the key; took out the 
first Yolume on which I happened to lay my hand; 
and was about to close the book-case without f urther 
investigation, when it occurred to me that the 
f olios on the lef t half of the compartment looked 
fresher and more attractive. I therefore replaced 
it ; unbolted the other half of the wire-door ; and 
proceeded to take down another specimen. 

To my surprise, the book would not stir. I 
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tried its next neighbour, and then one on the shelf 
below ; and still with the same result. Looking 
more closely, I found that, although their vellum 
backs were gilt and lettered precisely like those on 
the adjoining shelves, they were, in f act, not books 
at all; but imitations put there to fiU a vacant 
Space. No* wonder they looked fresher than their 
genuine brethren, which had withstood the wear of 
centuries ! 

Half smiling at the deception and its success, I 
was about to tum back to my former choice, when 
a thought öashed across me, like a revelation, and 
brought the blood in a torrent. to my face. The 
door ! The door that I had heard as I came in 
that moming, weeks and weeks ago ! The secret 
door of which no one knew anything, and for 
suggesting the very possibility of which I was 
laughed at as a romantic child I 

Trembling with excitement, I eagerly examined 
the false half of the sixteenth compartment, in 
every part. If it were a door^ it must open some- 
where; and that opening would, most likely, be 
hidden in some part of the woodwork. Neverthe- 
less, I scrutinised the woodwork in vain. I next 
looked for the hinges ; but no trace of a hinge was 
yisible. I then thought that one of the mock 
books might, perhaps, be moveable, concealing a 
lock at the back ; but having tested all in succes- 
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sion, I found all false alike. At last I began to 
think I must be mistaken, and that no door existed, 
af ter all. 

Having come to this conclusion, I chanced to 
pass mj handj almost mechanically, along the 
under edges of the shelves. I did not even say to 
myself "there may be a bolt here;" but I did it, 
as if by a kind of instinct. Suddenly my finger 
slipped into a groove, and encountered a metal 
catch. I drew back, öushed and agitated, and 
«carcely able to stand. I had suspected the ex- 
istence of the door; I had searched for it; and 
now that I had found it, I was terrified by my 
own discovery. What weakness ! Half angry 
with myself, and half defiant, I pulled the catch 
quickly back, and, leaning my knee against the 
books, saw the five lower shelves yield at once to 
the pressure, swing back on concealed hinges, and 
reveal a narrow dark passage of about two feet in 
width. The passage once before me, I plunged 
into it without a second's hesitation; Struck my 
foot almost immediately against the first Step of a 
steep and narrow staircase; and feit my way 
cautiously upwards. 

I counted the steps, one by one, tili I reached 
the eighteenth, and then my outstretched band 
came suddenly against a door. It was totally dark, 
and only a faint gleam from below showed the 
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way by which I had come ; for the staircase 
seemed to have tumed in ascending, and the hidden 
door had swung nearly close again, af ter I passed 
through, I feit the panels over, vnth the slow and 
careful touch of a blind persoxi* I found a small 
metal knob, which tumed noiselessly within my 
grasp. I paused. My heart beat violently. My 
forehead was bathed in a cold Perspiration. I 
asked myself for the first time what it was that I 
was about to see when this door was openedl 
What Chamber, long closed — ^what deed of mystery, 
long forgotten — ^what family-secret, long buried, 
would be revealed to my eyesi Was it right, 
after all, that I should pursue this discovery? 
Ought I not, perhaps, to go back as I had come ; 
teil my husband of the secret upon which I had 
stumbled ; and leave it to him to deal with accord- 
ing to his pleasure f Hesitating thus, I had, even 
now, more than half a mind to go no f arther. It 
was a struggle between delicacy and curiosity; 
but* r was a mere woman, after all, and curiosity 
prevailed. 

" Oome what may," said I aloud, " I will see 
what lies beyond this door 1" 

And with this I opened it. 

My disappointment was great. 1 had strung 
myself up for the sight of something stränge 
and terrible — for closed shutters, through which a 
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nanow thread af dsylight shoold half lereal a 
loom, in evefj comer of which the dust of jears 
woold fie like a mTsterioos mantle; for a floor 
stained, perchance, with Uood, and fumitore 
^ving evidence in its disorder of some fearfol 
strahle enacted long ago ; for somethingy perfaaps, 
even more ghastly stfll ; and now • . • . 

And now I fonnd mjself, instead, npon the 
threshold of a piettr, cheerfol, bright little sitting^ 
room, with a good fire blazing in the grate, and a 
window overlooking part of the shmbberies. The 
walls were coveied with books and pictures. In a 
cage hanging against the window, sang and 
fluttered a pair of little gold colonred canaries. 
Across the back of an easy chair beside the fire- 
place laj a woman's shawl of blaek cashmere, 
bonnd with black ^elvet ; and on the table lay a 
pile of books, some of them open ; a desk ; writing 
materials ; and a small workbasket. 

I had made a wonderful discoverj, after all! 
Here was, doubtless, some little sanctum sacred to 
the private hours of good Mrs. Fairhead ; and a 
very suug little sanctum^ too I 

^' She must be fond of reading," thought I, look- 
ing round at the books with some surprise. 
" Where can she have got all these ! And what 
kind of literature does she indulge in ?" 

I went over to the table, smiling at my own 
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thoughts, and expecting to find the works of Soyer 
and Miss Acton on the desk of my studious house* 
keeper. But the smile vanished, and left me cold, 
motionless, paralysed. 

The first book on which my eyes feU was en- 
titled " Storia d'Italia, di Francesco Guio- 
CIARDINI, gentiluomo di Firenze^ 

I sat down, mechanically, in the chair facing 
the desk, and closed my eyes,.like one who is 
stunned by a sudden blow. A history of Italy, in 
Italian ! How should this thing be possible ? Who, 
in my house, could read that book^ unless it were 
my husband or myself ? Surely I must be mad, 
or dreaming. 

I opened my eyes again ; but the same words 
stared me in the face. Another book lay beside 
it, also opened — ^the celebrated "Storia della 
Letteratura Itauana" of Tiraboschi. Three 
or four others were within reach. These I drew 
towards me with shaking hands that could scarce- 
ly turn the leaves, I examined them in a kind 
of dull Stupor. They were "Baretti's Italian 
and English Dictionary," " Waverley," the " Pn- 
^^oni" of Silvio Pellico, and Rogers's " Italy." 

Who, then, was the reader of these books? 
Who the inhabitant of this room? I looked 
round vaguely, with a sense of bewildered uneasi- 
ness, such as one feels in a dream, when on the 
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verge of some unknown danger. There lay the 
shawl — here the work-basket. Then it was a 
woman .... merciful God! what woman? Why 
had I never seen her? Why had no one told rae 
that she lived under my roof? What was her 
name? What right had she here? Was Hugh 
in the secret? Was Mrs. Fairhead? Were they 
both deeeiving me; and, if so, for what piirpose? 
I sprang to my feet. I feit as if my brain were 
on fire. Finding no name written in any of the 
books on the table, I tumed to those on the shelves, 
and tore down volume after volume with feverish 
haste. They were chiefly Italian, some much 
wom, and some yet uncut — Manzoni, Alfieri, Me- 
tastasio, Ariosto, and the like. In none of them, 
any writing. There were pictures on the walls ; 
coloured prints and engravihgs, for the most part 
— ^Naples, Messina, Paestum, and the Grotto of 
Capri. There were Ornaments on the chimney- 
piece — a leaning Tower in alabaster, a bronze 
Temple of Vesta, a model of Milan Cathedral. 
ItaJy — everywhere Italy ! 

Then this woman was Italian. 

The very thought that she was Italian seemed, 
somehow^ to make the mystery less endurable than 
before. I feit that I hated her, unknown as she 
was. All my senses appeared to be unnaturally 
keen. Nothing escaped me. I saw everything, 
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and reasoned upon all that I saw with a rapidity 
and directness that seemed like Inspiration. Posh 
sessed by a kind of despairing recklessness^ I 
searched every article of f umiture, every shelf ; 
even the shawl on the chair ; even the work-basket 
on the table. Then I opened the desk. At any 
other time, the mere thought of such an act woold 
have shocked nie ; but now, half insane as I was, 
I did it without even the consciousness of possible 
wrong. 

The first things that I saw inside were a small 
book, and a little oval velvet case, about the size of 
a five-shilling piece. I opened the book first; a 
dainty pocket volume of Petrarch's Sonnets, bound 
in scarlet morocco, with a gilt clasp. On the first 
leaf was written in Hugh's hold band, somewhat 
cramped to suit the tiny page — '' Maddalenay del 
siw amico — S. F^ 

Maddalena! Her name was Maddalena. 

Then I took up the oval case. A mist swam 
bef ore my eyes. I scarcely dared to look at the 
Portrait within, even when it lay open bef ore me — 
but I did look. It was Hugh — a younger Hugh, 
beardless, boyish, different, and yet the same. 
Opposite the portrait, on a gold plate inside the 
Cover, were engraved the words ''Hugo a Mad- 
dalena. 

I do not know how long I stood gazing down 
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npon this in my dumb despair ; but it seemed as if 
hours had gone by, when I at last dropped again 
into the cbair, laid my head and arms on the table, 
and burst into an agony of sobbing. 

Presently I became conscious that there was 
some one in the room. I had heard no one enter; 
but I feit that I was no longer alone. Looking 
iip in sudden terror and defiance, I saw my hus- 
band standing before me. He was very pale — 
lividly pale — and his eyes were fuU of tears. 

"My poor Barbara," said he, softly, and held 
out his hand. I shrank back, involuntarily. He 
shuddered. 

".No, no," he said, "not that! anything but 
that." Then, as if recollecting himself, he re- 
sumed his former tone, and added, " I see it all, 
my Barbara. Come with me — ^trust me — and I 
will explain everything." 

I pointed to the portrait. 

" Yes, everything, my darling — everything." 
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CHAPTER V. 

THE 8TOBY OP MADDALENA. 

f 

" ün pezzo di cielo caduto in terra." — Sannazaro, 

" PoOR Maddalena !" said Hugh. " Her Hfe is 
very solitary — her story very brief . An exile f rom 
her country, a fugitive from her family, she has 
f or years taken refuge imder my roof . It is her 
only home. Alone here with her books and her sad 
thoughts, she wears away the slow cycle of a com- 
panionless existence. She is no longer young ; and 
she has no f riend in all the wide world, but myself . 
You will pity her, my Barbara, as I do, when you 
have heard me to the end. 

^^ You know that I chanced to be abroad when 
my f ather died. It was my first visit to the Conti- 
nent, and I was making what was then called the 
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"grand toiir." I loved him very dearly, andcould 
not endure to retum to the home where I should 
have missed him in every room ; so I prolonged my 
travels indefinitely ; and, instead of coming back 
to England, went f arther and f arther East, leading 
a wild nomadic life, and seeking to forget my 
sorrow in deeds of peril and adventure. Wearying 
at length of the tent and the saddle, I retraced my 
Steps, after a year and a half of Oriental wander- 
ings, and retumed westward as far as Naples; 
where I bought a yacht, hired a villa at Oapri, and 
lived like a hermit. Here Tippoo and a female 
servant constituted all my establishment ; while, 
for the management of my little yacht, I needed 
only one sailor and a pilot. The pilot's name was 
Jacopo. He lived in tho island, and was at my 
Service when I needed him. The sailor slept on 
board ; and there was a sheltered cove at the f oot 
of my garden, where we used to cast anchor. 

" In this place I lived a delightf ul life. Every 
day I coasted about the enchanting shores and 
Islands of the Neapolitan bay ; sketching ; fishing ; 
reading Cicero, Suetonius and Virgil; landing 
wherever it pleased my fancy; and wandering 
among the ruins of Fsßstum, Fompeii, and Bai». 
My books, at this time, were my only associates. 
I knew no one in the neighbourhood of Naples, 
and desired only to be alone. It was a stränge 
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lif e for a young man, not yet twenty-three years 
of age. 

"I have already mentioned to you my pilot 
Jacopo. He was a swarthy, handsome fellow, 
about three years older than myself, sullen, active, 
and tacitum as a Turk. All I knew of bim was 
tbat be was unmarried, and lived somewbere on tbe 
otber slde of tbe island. Accident, bowever, 
brougbt me to a knowledge of bis f amily. Coming 
bome one aftemoon, about two boors before sun- 
set, and ronning tbe yacbt into our little barbour, 
I saw a young contadina waiting in tbe sbadow of 
tbe rocks. As Jacopo sprang on sbore, sbe ran to 
meet bim, clasped bim by tbe arm witb botb bands, 
and spoke witb great apparent eamestness. He, 
in reply, nodded, muttered some tbree or f our brief 
syllables, and kissed ber on tbe f orebead. Sbe tben 
ran ligbtly up one of tbe many rugged patbs tbat 
bere intersect tbe face of tbe cliflf, and disappeared. 
As we went up to tbe bouse, I laugbed at Jacopo 
about bis innamorata. ^Sbe is no innamorata, 
signore,' said be. ^ Sbe is my sister.' — * Tby sister, 
Jacopo,' repeated I. ^ Hast tbou a sister, amico f 
— ^ I bave a sister, signore, and a brotber, and a 
sister-in-law,' rcplied be; ^and Maddalena teils 
me tbat tbe sister-in-law bas tbis day been de- 
livered of ber first-bom. Tbe babe will be bap- 
tised to-nigbt, and if tbe signore wants me no 
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more this evening . . . .' — ^ No, no, Jacopo/ said I. 
^ Go to the baptism, by all means. Thou wilt act 
BS godf ather t' — ^ Si, signore, and as f ather, too ; 
Paolo being ^wsljJ — ^ Who is Paolo V — * My 
brother, signore, who is at sea.' — * Friend Jacopo,' 
Said I, ^do you think the sister-in-law would 
allow me to be among the gaests ?' Jacopo flushed 
up under his dark skin, and said she wonld think 
it a great honour. ^ But/ added he, with a kind 
of proud shame, ^it is a poor place, signore.' 
To which I replied that I was a Citizen of the 
World, and all places were alike to me ; and so it 
was settled. We then started at once for his 
home, striking across the island by short cuts and 
sheep tracks known to my companion, who pre- 
ceded me in his accustomed silence. By and by 
we came again in sight of the sea, and, foUowing 
the course of the shore, reached an open space„ or 
high level plateau, on the very verge of which stood 
a small antique stone dwelling, bowered in with trel- 
lised vines, and almost overhanging the sea. A raised 
terrace in front ; a little garden at the back, fall 
of orange and fig-trees ; a rüde dovecot clinging, 
like a parasite, to the walls of an outhouse ; a f ew 
goats browsing on the herbage round about ; and a 
fiight of rough steps, hewn in the solid rock, and 
leading down to the beach, seventy feet below, 
made up the picture of this humble home, As we 



1 



56 barbara's history. 

drew near, the music of a zampogna and tamburine 
became audible ; and Maddalena came out to meet 
US. Learning that I was the padrone, she kissed 
my band, bade me welcome, and made me known 
to the guests. They were the priest ; some fisher- 
men and their wives ; and one Matteo, a wealthy 
pcasant, who kept the only little albergo in Oapri. 
They all rose at our approach. The zampogna 
and tamburine players laid aside their Instruments; 
the priest put on bis alb and chasuble ; the inn- 
keeper made bis best bow ; and we all went into 
the house, where, in a room opening on the garden, 
lay the young mother and her Infant ; their clean 
white coverlet strewn with sprigs of rosemary and 
fresh thyme, and a crucifix at the head of the bed. 
Jacopo and Maddalena then stood by as Sponsors 
— ^the priest gabbled through the baptismal for- 
mula — the little Christian protested lustily against 
the mouthful of salt administered to bim on the 
finger of the holy man; and so the ceremony ended. 
Maddalena then ran to prepare supper on the ter- 
race, while we congratulated the mother, and made 
such little presents to the baby as each could afford. 
Thus the priest gave a tiny medal, blessed by the 
Pope ; Jacopo a piece of linen ; the innkeeper a 
string of coral beads ; and I, in pledge of a gif t to 
come, a broad gold coin, for which the mother and 
Jacopo kissed my hands. After this we went out 
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on the terrace, and supped by stinset, waited on, 
in Eastem f ashion, by the women. I shall never 
fbrget the crimson splendour of that evening sky, 
nor the pastoral charm of that rustic festival, at 
which Plenty and Good-will presided, like unseen 
gods. There was white bread made f rom Indian 
com, and wine in goat-skin vessels. There were 
crabs fried in olive-oil ; quails, f or which the island 
is famous ; Omelettes, dried fish, salad, fresh 
cucumbers, melons, green figs, maccaroni, and 
the delicious ricotta of goat's-milk, which every 
peasant of South Italy is skilled in making. While 
we were yet feasting, the tender twilight came on, 
and the broad summer moon rose over the tops of 
the olive-trees, glowing and golden. Then the 
tables were cleared away; the priest took his 
leave; those who could play snatched up their 
instruments ; and a circle was formed on the 
grassy plateau for the tarantella, I could dance it 
myself, then, as well as any Neapolitan aniong 
them ; and so, by and by, took Maddalena for ray 
partner, and delighted my simple hosts by per- 
f orming their national dance like one ' to the man- 
ner bom.' Would you know what Maddalena was 
like when I first saw her ? Well, I will try to 
describe her. She was about eighteen years of 
age, and looked somewhat older. Her features 
were agreeable without being handsome. Her 
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complexion was pale, her fisrure sHght, her hair 
black and abundant. At eighteen, most Italian 
women are married or betrothed ; but Maddalena 
was neither. Her life had, hitherto, been devoted 
to her brothers. Their will was her law ; an^ if 
she feared Jacopo more than she loved him, she 
adored Paolo and his wife with her whole heart. 
I leamed these things af terwards, and by degrees ; 
but I teil them to you now, carina^ to make my 
story clearer and briefer. Fora peasant — ^and you 
must remember, ray Barbara, that she was nothing 
but a peasant — ^Maddalena had a more than ordi- 
nary air of intelligent thoughtf ulness. Something 
of this she may have owed to her housewif ely habits 
and secluded life; but much also to natural abilities 
of no common order. For all this, she could 
neither read nor write ; and was as ignorant as a 
child of all the world that was not Capri. She 
had never been farther than Naples in her life. 
Her beads were her library ; the Madonna was her 
religion ; Tasso, as she had now and then heard 
him chanted by the Canta Storia, her only 
historian. 

" I have always loved to identify myself with 
the life of the people in every land that I have 
visited, and my introduction to this f amily of sim- 
ple islanders gave me unusual pleasure. I stayed 
with them tili nearly midnight, taking my tum 
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at the guitar or the tarantella; helping Madda- 
lena to mix lemonade for the thirsty dancers ; and 
joining, between whiles, in the chorus of a canto 
popolaro, When, at length, I bade them farewell, 
and went home, with Jacopo for my guide, the 
fishers were out in the bay with their nets and 
torches, like sea meteors, and the moon was declin- 
ing with yet unabated splendour. 

" * I shall go over to Naples to-morrow, Jacopo,' 
Said I, as we went along. ^ S\, signore.' — ^ Bat you 
must teil me what gifts to bny.' Jacopo shook bis 
head. ^ Nay, bat how can I guess what would be 
acceptable to the f ather and m< »ther t ' Jacopo, 
however, was as proud and shy as he was tacitum, 
and would only say that whatever the padrone 
pleased would surely be most acceptable ; so, being 
thrown on my own resources, I suggested a pairof 
gold ear-rings for the mother, a piece of cloth to 
make a holiday suit for the father, and a necklace 
for Maddalena. To each of these, Jacopo bent 
his head, with a pleased ^grcusu^ signore ; ' and to 
the last he said, * La soreüa will keep it for her 
wedding.' — ^ Has she then a lover ? ' I asked. He 
shook his head again. ^ Not yet,' he replied ; ^ma 
vedremo — ^we shall see,' — ^And Paolo,' I said, 
* where is he now t * — * At sea, signore, with his 
ship.' — *And where is his shipt' — ^Non «o, sig- 
nore.' — *To what port was she bound?' — ^To 
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Smyrna, signore, and the Greek Isles.' — ^You 
never hear from him while he is away ? ' — ' Never, 
signore.' — 'Siirely his wife is sometimes anxious?' 
Jacopo shrugged his Shoulders. * E buon giovane^ 
Said he ; ' the Madonna will watch over him.' 

" By this time we had come upon roads that I 
knew, and so I bade Jacopo good night, and we 
parted Company. 

"The next day, I sailed over to Naples, as 
agreed ; made my purchases, spent my evening at 
the San Carlo, and retumed to Capri just as the 
sun was rising behind Vesuvius. That same after- 
noon, I coasted round to the north-west of the 
Island; cast anchor in a little creek at Point 
Vitareto, about half a mile below Maddalena's 
home ; and went up to the cottage on foot. I found 
Jacopo there before me, tying up the vines ; and 
Maddalena sitting in the porch, spinning, singing 
to the baby, and rocking the cradle with her foot. 
She rose and bade me welcon^e, fetched a wooden 
chair from the house, and placed before me a plate 
of fresh figs, and a small flask of wine. ' It is tlie 
vino TiberianOj signore/ said she. ^ The wine of 
Tiberius !' I repeated. ^ A good wine, but deserv- 
ing a betfer name.' She looked up inquiringly. 
^ Did you never hear of Tiberius, who lived on this 
island in the ancient times V I asked. * Yes, sig- 
nore,' she replied, crossing herseif ; ^ he was a ma^ 
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gician.' — ^Aye, and a Pagan/ added Jacopo, 
Coming down from his ladder among the vines. 
* He bnilt twelve palaces here by enchantment ; 
but they were all destroyed by the holy Saint Con- 
stantine.' — 'E vero — h verissiniOj signore/ said 
Maddalena, seeing the smile which I could not 
wholly stippress; *one may see the niins in all 
parts of Oapri.' — ^I have seen the niins,Maddalena,' 
I replied ; ^ but Tiberius was no magician. He 
was a wicked Emperor, and all his palaces were 
razed to the ground by his successor.' At this 
moment, my sailor came up from the beach, bring- 
ing the box of gifts, and we went into the house to 
open it. The sister-inJaw was sittin^ up in bed 
to receive me, and the room, as usual in South 
Italy, when a woman is recovering from her con- 
finement, was fragrant with sweet herbs. First, I 
took out the ear-rings ; then a mug f or the baby ; 
then the cloth f or Paolo ; then a silver watch f or 
Jacopo ; and, lastly, a coral necklace for Madda- 
lena. You would have thought, Barbarina, that I 
had given them the sovereignty of the island. 
The young mother called on the Madonna and all 
the saints to bless me. Jacopo, though he said 
little, was eloquent in gesticulation. As for Mad- 
dalena, almost childlike in her joy, she clapped her 
hands, laughed, danced, hung the necklace on the 
bab/s little neck, and finally ran to the well, like 
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a young water-nymph, to see how it looked upon 
her own. For my part, carinoj I only feit ashamed 
to think at how little cost of money or effort I had 
made these poor souls so happy, Anxious, at last, 
to put an end to their thanks and praises, I pro- 
posed that Maddalena should go down to see the 
vacht. 

" We went — ^Maddalena going first, rapidly and 
lightly as an island-bom Diana — down the rock- 
hewn steep, and along the narrow path of amber 
Strand that lay between the precipice and the sea. 
She had seen the yacht of ten, f rom af ar off ; but 
had never yet been on board. She admired every- 
thing — the polished deck; the brass-swivel gun, 
shining like gold; the compass in its mahogany 
shrine ; the dainty little cabin, with its chintz hang- 
ings, its mirror^ its pictores, and its books. All 
was beautiful, all was wonderf ul in her eyes ; and 
she would have taken off her shoes at the cabin- 
doorif I had not prevented it. My book-case, which, 
like that of the clerk in Chaucer, stood at my 
' beddes hed,' and contained about as many volumes, 
surprised her more than all the rest. ^ZWo/'said 
she, to Jacopo, * can the padrone read all these V — 
^ CertOy replied her brother ; * and ten times as 
many.' She shook her head, incredulously. * What 
can they teil him ?' exclaimed she. Jacopo shrugged 
his Shoulders ; but I came to his assistance. ^ They 
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teil me^ Maddalena,' said I, ^ of all kinds of stränge 
and precious things, some of which happened hun- 
dreds of years ago, and some of which arc happen- 
ing every day. Ilere is a book that teils me about 
Italy in the time when all men were pa^ans, and 
no one had heard of Christ or the Madonna. 
Here is anoiher which explalns about the stars, 
how they come and go in the heavens, how f ar off 
they are, and what are their appointed uses. This 
one gives an account of all thü scas and cities, 
Islands, mountains, and rivers all over the face of 
the earth. This is poetry — ^not such poetry as the 
hymns and ballads which the fishermcn sing; but 
long histories of war and love, all in rhyme, like 
the ^Rinaldo." — ^Maddalena listened eagtrly, de- 
vouring each volume with her eyos as I took it out, 
and almost holding her breath while I s[*oke. ' La 
gue^Ta e Famorer repeated she, ^ How beautiful ! 
What is it called, signoref — ^ It is called the Ilias 
of Homer,' 1 replied, ' and it is written in Groek,' — 
' Did Homer write it V she asked, quickly. — ' Yes, 
Homer wrote it.' — ^In Greek, sign< re I ' — 'Yes; 
Homer w^as a Greek by birth.' — ' Then perhaps 
Paolo will see him; cfd lo saT — ^I lauelied, and 
shook my head. . 'No, no, Maddalcna,' I said, 
' Paolo will not see him, Homer has been dead 
nearly three thousand years.' She clasped her 
hands, and her dark eyes dilated with wonder. 
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* Three thousand years !* she murmured. ^ Madre 
beata! three thousand years I' And presently, 
when we were leaving the cabin, I sa\V her turn 
back to the book-case, and touch the volume timidly 
with one finger, as if it were a sacred relic, and had 
some virtue in it. 

" After this, I landed now and then at Point 
Vitareto, and went up to the cottage to see 
Maddalena and her brother^s wife. The affection 
of these women f or each other, and for the sailor 
far away at sea ; the patriarchal simplicity of 
their home ; the cahn sanetity of their lives ; tlie 
antique songs which they sang to the baby in his 
cradle ; the legends which they repeated with the 
credulity of children, were all, to me, sources of 
interest and pleasure. Even their household occu- 
pations charmed my Imagination, like the details 
of an idylhc poem, The plying of the distaff, the 
pruning of the vines, the salting of the olive- 
harvest, the gathering of the honey, the preserving 
of the figs — ^what were these but commentaries 
upon Hesiod and Virgil ? If only as a Student of 
the poets and an observer of manners, I loved to 
familiarise myself with this pastoral interior, and 
to leam all that I could of the . hopes, f ears, and 
narrow ambitions of its inmates. Soraetimes, how- 
ever, we talked of Paolo, and then their hearts 
welled over with love and praise. Sometimes 1 
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told them tales of f ar-off lands, or translated into 
their own soft vemacular a page of the Georgics. 
Then woxdd Jacopo pause in his work, and Madda- 
l^ia's distaff lie idle on her knee ; and when I lef t 
off, they would point across the bay towards Posi- 
lippo and the tomb of Virgil, and say, ' Yonder 
is his place of rest.' 

" At length there came a day when Jacopo in- 
formed me, not without a certain air of subdued 
exultation, that la sorella had just been asked in 
marriage by Matteo Pisani of Capri. 'Matteo 
Pisani !' I repeated. ^ Not the innkeeper, Jacopo I' 
— ^ Si, signore,' he replied. * Matteo whom you 
saw on the night of the baptism of little Paolino.' 
— 'But he is old enough/ said I, Ho be Madda- 
lena's father!' Jacopo shrugged his Shoulders. 
* He is rieh, signore.' I shook my head. ^ Riches 
alone do not make a marriage happy,' I objected. 
^Does Maddalena love him?' Jacopo laughed. 
'Matteo is a good man,' said he, ^ and if la sorella 
likes him well enough to marry him, the love will 
be sure to f ollow.' And with this he tumed away, 
and said no more. 

*• It happened that this conversation took place 
as we were scudding bef ore the wind on our way 
to Salemo, where I had made arrangements to re« 
main for some days, for the purpose of sketching 
ihat part of the coast. During ßll this abseince^ 
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neither my pilot nor myself recurred to the snbject 
of Maddalena's betrothal, and by the time we re- 
tumed to Capri I had almost forgotten it. Once 
home again, I found my time more than usually 
occupied ; f or the tenn of months f or which I Tiad 
hired my viUa was on the point of expiration, and 
I had made up my mmd to go to Algiers for the 
winter. Busy, theref ore, in packing my books and 
Sketches, and making such final armngements as 
not even a dweller bx tents like myself could 
whoUy escape, I allowed nearly another week to 
elapse before visiting my homble friends at 
Vitareto, When at length I found time to do so, 
it was to bid them farewell. 

^' The af temoon was mild and delicious, when I 
walked across the heights towards Jacopo's home. 
It was the third week in October. The yellow 
vine-leaves were withering fast in the grape- 
stripped vineyards, and the early suow already lay 
in f aint str eaks about the summit of Mount Solaro. 
As the ground rose, Naples and Ischia, Vesuvius 
with its plume oi smoke, and the blue sea flecked 
with sails, came into sight. Half way to Vitareto, 
there was a point whence all the glorious bay 
might be seen on a day ajs clear as this. A stone 
seat and a solitary tree marked the spot. I pressed 
öagerly forward, remembering how many and 
many a year might go by before my eyes should 
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fest upon that sight again. As I drew near, I saw 
a woman sitting on the bench, with her fate buried 
in her hands. At the soond of mj approachmg 
footsteps, she looked up. It was Maddalena. 

"*Well met, Maddalena/ said I. *I was 
Coming to see you/ — She blushed ; but the blnsh 
died away, and left her very pale. * Our hearts 
always bid the signore welcome/ she replied. — 
a was also Coming,' I added, *to say fareweU.'— 
* Alas !' Said she, ' we have heard it, The signore 
is going away.' — ^ Yes,' I said, regretfully ; * I an^ 
going; but I am sorry to leave Capri.' — She looked 
np with naive wonder. ^ The padrone is master/ 
said she. ^He can stay if he chooses.' — * True,' I 
replied; 'but I can also retum when I please; 
and — and I have something of the Zingaro in my 
blood — ^I cannot help wandering. I am going to 
Africa for the winter. Still, I should have 
wished to stay, Maddalena, for your wedding.' — 
She blushed again, more f aintly than bef ore, and 
tumed still paler af ter. * I hear that it is a f ortu- 
nate marriage,' said I, hastily disengaging a small 
omament from my watch-chain. 'You must 
accept my congratulations, and this little remem- 
brance of your English friend.' — She murmured 
some scarcely audible thanks. I looked at her 
closely, and could see that she had been lately 
w^ping. Her face, too, looked haggard, and her 
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hands thiiu ^ I faope, Maddalena/ said I, ^ that you 
may be happy/ Her Ups trembled ; but she made 
no reply. ^ Marriage/ I continued eamestly^ * is 
a very serious thing — almost more serious, Madda- 
lena, for a woman than for a man. It is a bond- 
age for life ; and unless it be a bondage of love, 
not all the golden ducats in the world can make it 
happy. I hope you do not accept Matteo because 
he is richl' — *No, no, signore/ she replied, tum* 
ing her face from me. — ^ Nor in obedience only to 
the wishes of your f amily V She shook her head* 
* If you do not loye him/ I said, * which I fear 
may be the case, you at all events respect him, 
Maddalena? You have no personal objection to 
him V She shook her head again, with something 
like a suppressed sob. I took her band. It was 
cold and damp, and I could feel all the nerves of 
the palm vibrating with agitation. ^ Cara Madda- 
lena,' I said very gently and soothingly, * I have no 
right — I know I have no right to question you 
thus ; but I cannot bear to think that you are, 
perhaps, about to sacnfice your whole life to some 
Siistaken sense of duty. Confide in me, as in one 
who knows the world so much better than your- 
^elf; and be assured that I will spare neither 
money nor influence, if money or influence can 
help you. Is there — as I cannot help thinking 
there may be — some other with whom you belieye 
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yoTi could be more happy V — ^Maddalena covered 
her face with her hands, and burst into an agony 
of weeping. ^No one can help me!' she cried, 
brokenly . ^ No one can help me !' — * Hush, 
Maddalena,' I said. *Do not weep— do not 
despair. I am your true friend. I offer no more 
than I am ready to perform ; and I belieye that I 
ean help you. Who is it that you pref er I If 
there are obstacles, what can be done to remov€j 
them !' — * Nothing, signore ! nothing !' — ^ Is it 
that yom* lover is poorl' I asked. She shook her 
head. ^Is it that Jacopo dislikes himf She 
shook her head again. * Is it that you have quar- 
relled, and parted, and are too proud to be recon- 
cüed ; or is it that he is no longer free to claim 
you V — Maddalena started to her f eet, and f or the 
first time since our conversation had begun, looked 
straight at me through her tears. * Signore/ she 
Said, rapidly and vehemently, ^ask me no more. 
You mean kindly ; but you can do nothing, no- 
thing, nothing 1 If my heart aches, no medicine 
can eure it. My lot is cast. I mtist marry 
Matteo. I have given my promise, and whether 
I keep or break it, can make no difference now. 
He is rieh. He is our landlord. If I marry him, 
I can, at least, do something to help my brotheirs 
and our little Paolino. By ref using him, I could 
do nothing to help myself. If you desire to be 
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kind to me, question me no more, and forget all 
about me ! God and the Madonna bless and keep 
you, dear signore ! I am not ungratef ul, and— 
and I am not unhappy !' 

" And with these words, Maddalena seized my 
hands^ covered them with tears and kisses, and fl^d 
away before I could utter a word in reply. I sat 
for a long time on the stone bench, after she had 
disappeared, troubled and perplexed by what had 
taken place. I was sincerely grieved for her, my 
Barbara ; and all the more grieved becanse I could 
See no way to serve her. The more I considered 
what she had said, the more I became convinced 
that it was now my duty to interfere no farther. 
I had sought her confidence, and she had refused 
iU I had offered my aid^ and offered it in vain* 
If neither money nor influence could avail her, 
there remained but one conclusion. Maddalena^ 
without doubt, loved a man who was already 
married; and in this case her best hope lay in 
honest Matteo. What readier eure, after all, for 
the heartache, than the love of a good man, the 
cares of a household, and the duties of matemity ? 
As I sat and pondered thus, the sun sank lower 
and lower, tili it was too late for me to go on to 
Vitareto that eyening. So I rose and retraced my 
Steps, resolving to send some f arewell message by 
Jacopo the f oUowing day. 
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" The rest of my stoiy, earinay may be summed 
up in a few words. I went no more to Vitareto ; 
and, having only two days to remain in Capri, I 
discharged Jacopo. Having maJe arrangements 
tc dispose of my little yacht and f orward my super- 
ftions books and drawings to England, I then bade 
f arewell to the pretty villa ; and, on the third day 
ifter my interview with Maddalena, slept on board 
3iy boat for the last dme, and steered for Naples. 
I had now only my one sailor to navigate the 
yacht; but it was all piain sailing enough, so, 
af ter remaining on deck tili the little white house 
that had boen my home for so many months was 
carried out of sight by the curve of the shore, I 
went down into the cabin. At the cabin door I 
inet Tippoo, with a stränge, startled look upon his 
face. * Sahib 1' he said, pointing over his Shoulder. 
'Sahib— do you* know?' — ^Do I know whatf I 
asked. — * There, Sahib — ^in there 1' Puzzled and 
impatient, I pushed past him into the cabin, and 
f ound — ^Maddalena ! Maddalena, who feil at my 
f eet, entreating me to f orgive her, and imploring 
me to save her ! 

^^ I am almost ashamed to confess to you, Bar- 
bara, that my first impulse was one of anger. I 
feit that, having offered to help her when I could 
have done so without serious inconvenience, it was 
excessively annoying to find her claiming my pro- 
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tection just as I was starting on a long journe^r. 
However, I raised her up, soothed her as well asJ 
could, and leamed^ to my amazement and distress, 
that she had been married to Matteo Pisani ike 
day before. Onee married, her friendly indi£Fer- 
ence changed, to use her own unpassioned expre«- 
sion, to an iinconquerable personal loathing. Feei* 
ing that she eould never be his wife, she fled froni 
his roof on her wedding night, and took refuge 
tili daylight in a little oratory on Mount Soläro, 
Retuming at dawn to her old home, she found 
Jacopo absent, summoned away to assist Matteo 
in the search for herseif, and her sister-in-law in . 
the deepest trouble. In vain she represented her 
aversion towards her husband. In vain öhe im- 
plored her sister's mediation and sympathy. 
She was told, and with bitter truth, that she 
should have known her own mind while there was 
yet time ; that now her only course was submis- 
sively to apologise to Matteo, and retum to his 
roof without delay ; and that if she did not do so, 
none of her family would ever speak to her again. 
^In this strait, signore,' said Maddalena, *what 
could I do but fly to you for protection ? I found 
your vessel ready to start — ^I chose a moment when 
there was no one within sight— I stole on board, 
and hid myself under your bed, tili I knew that we 
were safely at sea. And now — ^now I am at your 
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mercy ! If you take me back, my husband and 
Jaoopo will kiU me. If they do not, I shall kill 
myself, sooner than be the wife of a man whom I 
abhor, You, and you only, signore, can save me 
now r— Serious, almost tragic as the Situation waij, 
I could not help feeling that there was in it an 
element of the ludicrous. ^ Good God ! Madda^^ 
lena,' said I, ^ it is all well enough to ask me to 
save you ; but what am I to do with you V — ^ Let 
me be your slave,' replied she. In spite of myself , 
I could not keep from smiling. ^You foolish 
little girl,' said I, ^ what do I want with a slave? 
And why should you pref er slaveiy to a comf ort- 
able home with an honest respectable husband, 
like Matteo Pisanil Come, now, Maddalena, 
don't you think you have been somewhat rash and 
romantic, and that it would be better for us to 
tum the boat about, apd steer for Capri ? I will 
do my best to make your peace with Matteo, 
and . • • •' — ^ Enough, signore !' she exdaimed, 
flushed, and trembling, and indignant. ^I see 
that you despise me I Take me back, if you will. 
Take me back, and abandon me to my fate. I 
deserve your scom.' I became serious in an 
instant. * Maddalena,' I said, ' I no more despise 
you than I am disposed to abandon you. I offered 
you my help three days ago, and I will help you 
still. Give me a few moments to think what is 
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best to be done ; and believe that, wbatever the 
difficulty or danger, I will, by the help of Heaven, 
save you if I can.' 

^^With tfais I went on deck^ and looked out 
ahead. We were, as nearly as possible, half- 
way across between Capri and Naples, and the 
shores of the little island were already indistinct in 
the distance. I went up to my sailor, who was 
steering. * Tommaso/ I said, *what wind have wef 
It seems to me to be blowing due west.' * Si, sig- 
jiore ; due west/ replied Tommaso, with his eye on 
the compass. I took a turn or two on deck, and 
came back again. ^ You are not a married man, I 
think, Tommaso? ' said I. He looked surprised at 
the question, laughed and shook his head. ^ And 
you have no particular home-ties, either — ^I mean 
you are a free man, to come and go as you please ; 
is it not so I ' * Siy signore ; certo^ certo^ replied 
Tommaso, I took another tum; again came back ; 
laid my band on his Shoulder, and said, ^ Suppos* 
ing that I were to keep the yacht, af ter all, Tom- 
maso, and change the whole of my plans, would 
you stay with me ? ' ^ Gladly, signore.' * And 
could you, do you think, pilot the boat saf ely as f ar 
as Palermo, without putting into Naples at all ? ' 
*Ye8, signore; ^Are you certain, Tommaso r 
^Quite certain, signore. It is all open sea,*and 
-my whole life has been spent in these waters/ 
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*Then 'bout ship, my man, at once,' said I, * and 
steer for Palermo. There we shall be sore to pick 
np a pilot ; and we can go on to Greece, or Con- 
stantinople, or Grand Cairo, or to the deuce, if we 
i^hoose ! " 

" And this, Barbarina, was how I came to know 
poor Maddalena, and how 1 made myself respon- 
sible for her protection. I took her first of all to 
Palermo; then up the Adriatic to Venice; and from 
Venice to Vienna, where I placed her in a private 
£amily, and gave her, in accordance with her own 
desire, every f acility for the improvement of her 
mind. She had excellent abilities, and a passion 
for knowledge ; so that she became educated, as it 
were, by a miracle. At the end of three years, she 
could not only read and write her own language 
with correctness, but had made good progress in 
English as well. Since then, she has gone on 
improving year after year. Her happiness is 
bound up, so to speak, in her f avourite authors ; 
and her whole life is one long course of study. 
For the last five or six years, she has lived ander 
my roof here, at Broomhill ; occupying two little 
rooms at the back of the house ; maintaining the 
strictest seclusion ; knowing no one, and known of 
none. It has pleased her, poor soul, to constitute 
herseif my librarian. She loves, in her gratitude, 
to believe herseif of some little Service to her benc- 
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factor; and the arrangement, Classification^ and 
cataloguing of the books downstairs have given her 
occupation and amusement together. As for the 
secret door, my Barbara, it has only been so dis- 
guised since she came here. It was originally con- 
trived by my grandfather for bis own convenience, 
and communicated with the rooms which he had in 
occupation, Those rooms, for that very reason, I 
assigned to Maddalena ; and the door I caused to 
be masked by shelves of mock ^Acta Sanctorum,* 
partly for the better appearance of the library, and 
partly for Maddalena's satisfaction. She is haunted 
to this hour by a morbid fear of discovery. She 
believes, af ter all these years, that her hnsband or 
her brother, will some day track her to her hiding- 
place ; and that she is, perhaps, a little safer in 
having a concealed door by which to escape to her 
apartments. She dreads every stränge f ace— even 
yours, my wif e ; and would have kept her very ex- 
istence secret from you, had it been possible. Now 
you know her story, and my share in it. Was I 
not right when I said that, having heard it, you 
would pity her, even as I pity her myself ?" 

I have not here interrupted Hugh's narrative, 
as I continually interrupted it at the time, with 
questions, and anticipations of what was to come. I 
have given it as he would have given it to a less 
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impatient listener ; and, even so, f eel that my yer- 
sion falls to do his story justice, When he had 
qtiite finished, he took me in his arms and asked 
me if I was satisfied. 

Was I satisfied? Yes — ^for the moment; and 
frankly gave him the assurance f or which he asked. 
Listening to him, looking at him, how could I do 
ptherwise than accept in its füllest sense every ex- 
planation given or implied ? How could I pause 
to ask. myself if , when all looked fair and open, 
there were any flaw, or gloze, or r^servation I I 
did not pause, I believed. It was, therefore, in 
the simplest f aith that, just as we were parting, I 
Said, 

" Oh, stop, Hugh ! One thing more — did you 
never find out who it was that poor Maddalena 
loved, after all ; and why she could not marry 
him ? " 

" I did, my darling, and a hopeless affair it was. 
She loved a man who no more loved her, or thought 
of her, than you love or think of the Grand-Duke 
of ZoUenstrasse-am-Main." 

" Poor, poor girl ! But do you think, Hugh, 
that you could have done anything if she had con- 
fided in you that day when you met her on the 
heights ? Do you think . . . ." 

" My child, how can I teil ? You might as well 
ask me if I believe that Tasso and Leonora would 



78 barbara's history, 

have lived happily together all their days in tfae 
bonds of holy matrimony, if the poet had not been 
mad, and the lady a duchess 1 " 

"Still, if Maddalena could have procured a 
divorce . . • ." 

"Barbarina," intemipted he, laughing, "you 
are a goose, with your ifs and supposes 1 If 
Queen Cleopatra's nose had been an inch shorter, 
the face of the world would have been changed. We 
have that fact upon the authority of PascaL Be- 
sides, the Holy Roman Catholic Chiu'ch couples 
up her children veiy firmly indeed. I could more 
easily have procured a cardinal's hat for myself, 
than a divorce for Maddalena." 
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CHAPTER VI. 

TOTAL EGLIPSE. 

.... "Total eclipse 
Without all hope of dayl" — ^Milton. 

The eventfal night came at last — ^the night on 
which I was to make my debüt in society. It was 
my first ball; excepting only the memorable night 
at BioomhiUy years ago— but I am not, theref ore, 
going to describe it. In brief, it was a ball like 
every other; crowded and stately, with blaze of 
lights and blush of flowers, with rustle of silk, and 
murmur of compliment, and, over all, the clash and 
clang of a military band. "Every ball," wrote 
one as wise as he was witty, " is a round ; bat not 
a perpetual round of pleasure." To me it was no 
pleasure at all, but a moral penance. I was the 
heroine of the evening, and would fain haye been 
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unsouglit and unobserved, I was nervous ; I was 
stared at ; I was flattered by the men ; I was criti- 
cised by the women; and I went through more 
introductions than I could ever hope to remember. 
Happy was I when, having taken leave of our 
noble entertainers, we were once more driving 
homewards. 

" My little wife," said Hugh, circling me f ondly 
with bis arm. "My little wife, who has bome 
berself so well and gracef ully, and of whom I have 
been so proudl" 

"You would hardly have been proud of me, 
Hugh," Said I, " if you had known how f rightened 
I was the whole time." 

"I did know it, carissinuiy and thought you 
went bravely through the ordeal — ^looking so pretty, 
and so pale, too, under that coronal of diamonds!" 

" It is very heavy — ^it hurts my forehead." 

" What! wearying already of the ^polish'd per- 
turbation,' and sighing for the ^homely biggin/ 
my Barbaiina? Tush! these are the penalties of 
splendour." 

" Say, then, the penalties of a penalty." 

" Do you mean to teil me seriously, wif e, that 
you did not enjoy the homage lavished upon your 
Utde seif this evening?" 

^^ Seriously, husband, I did not." 

"Nor the attentions of Lord and Lady Bayhamf " 
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^^ Not in the least. I thought him very dull and 
pompous; and her so satirical, that I dared not 
open my lips in her presence." 

" Still, my darling, yon are bnt mortal ; and I 
don't believe there ever lived the woman who did 
not love to be well dressed and admired." 

" I love to be well dressed, for yon; and I love 
to be admired, hy you — and I love both because I 
love yon. There, sir, are yon satisfiedl" 

"If I were not more than satisfied," replied 
he, "I should deserve to have you carried off 
from my arms by some worthier knight. By 
the way, I have gleaned one wheat-ear of use- 
ful Information out of the harren stubble of 
small-talk this evening. Holford teils me that 
Lord WalthamstoVs library has come to the 
hammer, and will be on sale to-morrow, and the 
four f ollowing days. It is an auction that I would 
not willingly miss. Will you come with me, Bar- 
barina, in the momingl" 

«WherewiUitbeheldr 

" At Christie and Manson's." 

« What, in London?" 

" Unquestionably. Where eise would you have 
it? We should try to get our old rooras at Cla- 
ridge's, and . . . ." 

" No, no, Hugh — ^not in December, thank you. 
I prefer Broomhill to a dreary hotel, where I 
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should be alone all day, with nothing to do but 
watch for you from the Windows^ Must you go 
to-morrow?" 

*^ If I do not go to-morrow, my darling, I may^ 
as well not go at all ; for the veiy books that I 
should, perhaps, most desire to purchase, may be 
the first offered." 

"Then why go at all? I am sure we have 
books enough — more than you or I will ever live . 
to read." 

" Books enough, BarbarinaJ Can a hero have 
glory enough! or a miser gold enough? or a col- 
lector books enough? Why, my child, there is 
one volurae in the Walthamstow library for which 
I would go to Calcutta, if neeessary; an original 
copy of Meninskj^s great Oriental Dictionary. 
It is a very scarce book. Shall I teil you the cause 
of itsrarity?" 

" If you please, Hugh," I replied, sleepily, 

"Well, then, Meninsky was a great Oriental 
Scholar, who lived in Vienna towards the latter 
part of the seventeenth Century* This dictionary, 
in f our f olios, was the result of seven years' labour 
and the studies of a life* In 1683, Vienna was 
besieged by the Turks. A bomb burst upon Me- 
ninsky's house. Nearly the whole edition of the 
Dictionary was <;onsumed; the very types from 
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which it had been printed were destroyed ; and of 
the few copies which remain scattered through 
Europe, scarcely one may be found which is not 
either blistered by the fire, or stained by the water 
with which the flames were extinguished. Now, 
for a dabbler in all kinds of tongues, like myself, 
that book will be " 

I heard no more. Meninsky and his dictionaiy, 
Vienna and the Torks, seemed to shift confusedly 
by, in a stream of unmeaning phrases ; and when 
I next opened my eyes, it was to see Tippoo's 
olive face at the carriage door, and the lighted hall 
beyond* 

Wearied out with f atigue and excitement, I went 
up at once to my dressing-room, whither my hus- 
band presently foUowed me. 

" I have come, my darling," said he, " to say 
good night, and implore you to go to bed as quickly 
as possible% For myself, I shall be late, for I have 
several letters to write." 

" Letters ? " I repeated. " Why, it is already two 
o'clock ! " 

" I know it ; but, having to start by the early 
train, and be at the rooms by the time the sale 
commences, I must write now, or wait tili to-mor- 
row evening. You see, my love, I go so seldom 
to town, that I am compelled to make the most of 

g2 
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my short visits ; and by writing now to my lawyßr, 
my tailor^ and »ach other persons as I may desire 
to See while in London, I save seyeral posts, and 
provide for my more speedy retum." 

"And when will that be, hnsband? " 

" Perhaps the day af ter to-morrow ; but I shall 
know better when I have seen the catalogue, and 
leamed on what days the various books will be 
sold." 

" Which means, I snppose, that you may possibly 
be away tili Satnrday ? " 

" Possibly ; but not probably." 

" Oh, Hugh, what a long time I Five days ! — 
five dull, dreary, miserable days ; and all for the 
«ake of a stupid Oriental dictionary I " 

" What an illogical Barbara ! In the first place, 
I do not go ^all for the sake of a stupid Oriental 
dictionary,' because that book is only one among 
many which I should wish to secure. In the 
second place, the dictionary is one of the neblest 
works ever undertaken by a single labourer. In 
the third place, it is unUkely that the best lots 
should be lef t to the last, or that I should need to 
i'emain away later than Thursday. In the fourth 
place . . . ." 

I put my fingers to my ears, and ref used to hear 
another syllable. 

"Enough!" I cried pettishly. "If you had been 
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Orpheus, and I Eurydice, you would have talked 
Pluto into compliance without help of song or lyre. 
Ga write your letters, Hugh, and try to snatch, at 
least, a couple of hours' rest before startingi" 

He laughed, and palled my ear. 

"I forgot to mention," said he, "that there are 
some magnificent ^ picture-books,' in the Waltham- 
stow collection : — fac-similes of the drawings 
of Kaffaelle and Michael Angelo ; engravings 
af ter Leonardo, Yeronese, and Titian ; to say no- 
thing of a complete set of Piranesi's Boman An- 
tiquities." 

" Oh, Hugh ! " 

" But they are sure to f etch a large price. Good 
works of art always do." 

My enthusiasm went down to zero. 

"Besides," added he, maliciously, "they will 
undoubtedly reserve the prints tili the books are 
sold ; and by that time I shall have retumed home 
again." 

" Hugh, you are the most tormenting, tiresome, 
tantalizing • . • •" 

— "Indulgent, delightful, and admirable hus- 
band upon earth I " interpolated he. " Eh Uen^ pe- 
titey furus ferons notre poaaible. I shall see to what 
price these things are likely to mount ; and if I 
ruiu myself, we will seil the family diamonds. 
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Now, good night, my dear love — ^good night, sweet 
dreams, and happy waking." 

And with this, and a kiss, he lef t me. 

The tall-dress thrown aside, and the " wannM 
jewels" all unclasped and laid in their velvet 
cases, I then dismissed my maid, and sat by the 
fire f or some time, in a delicious idleness. I was 
very happy, and dreamily conscious of my happi- 
ness. Every uneasy doubt that had of late been 
knocfcing at my heart seemed laid at rest ; eveiy 
perplexing trifle, f orgotten. I tried to think of the 
old time at Zollenstrasse, and to compare the dear 
present with that past which already seemed so f ar 
away in the distance ; but my eyes closed, and my 
thoughts wandered, and I sank away to sleep. 

By and by, after what seemed like the interval 
of only a few minutes, I awoke. Awoke to find 
the fire quite ont, the lamp dim, and myself ice- 
cold f rom head to f oot. I sat up, shivering. My 
first thought was to hasten to bed, lest Hugh 
should come and find me waking. I next looked 
at my watch. It was half-past fonr o'clock. Half- 
past four already, and Hugh still writingl Naughty 
Hugh, from whom I had parted more than two 
hours ago, and who would have to leave the house, 
at latest, by seven I I rose ; exchanged my slight 
dressing-gown for a mantle lined with fürs; lit 
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a small Boman hand-lamp ; peeped into his vacant 
dressing-room as I passed ; and went at once to 
seek and snmmon him. 

Tn Order to go from our sleeping-room to the 
turret-chamber, I had to traverse a corridor ex- 
tending the whole length of one front of the house. 
All was very dark and still. My little lamp shot a 
feeble glimmer on each closed door that I passed. 
My shadow stalked awfully beside me. The very 
rustling of my garments had a ghostly sound. At 
the top of the great well-staircase I looked away 
and shuddered, remembering the shape that I saw, 
or fancied I saw, gliding down the darkness, the 
first night of my Coming home. Once past this 
dreaded point, I went on more bravely, and reached 
the door of the turret-chamber. Before lifting the 
inner curtain, I hesitated. 

It seemed to me that I heard voices. 

I held my breath — ^I advanced a step — I paused. 

^^ Hugo — Hugo mio^^ — these were the words I 
heard — " guardami — ^look at me, listen to me, f or 
a moment !" 

^^Pazienzay cara" replied my husband, ab- 
stractedly. 

" Pazienzar repeated the other. " Alas ! is it 
not always pazienza? What is my life but one 
long patience?" 
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1 had heard the scratching of his pen, 1 now 
beard it laid aside. 

" My poor Maddalena 1" said he. 

"Äi — povera Maddalena^* she echoed, with a 
heavy sigh. 

" You look very pale to-night/' said he. " Are 
you tired f " 

" Of my existence^yes." 

" Alas I Maddalena, I know how weary it must 
be. And then I can so seldom see you." 

"Thatis theworst — ^that is the worst!" replied she, 
eagerly. " If I conld speak to you once or twice in 
each long day — ^touch your band, or your hair, 
thus — feel the sunshine of your eyes upon me, I 
should be almost happy. You do not know how 1 
pine, sometimes, for the tones of your voice, Hugo. 
You do not know how of ten I creep out at dusk, 
to listen to them." 

" But, carüj^ iaid Hugh, " it is not well that you 
should haunt about the house in such ghostly 
fashion, for fear ..." 

" For fear that I should meet herV' interrupted 
Maddalena. " No, no, I am caref ul. I only ven- 
ture near when you are dining or reading. There 
is no danger." 

" You cannot teil. Accident might . . ." 

*^ Never. 1 have seen her once, face to face. 
I would die, sooner than meet her so again." 
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She had seen me once t My heart was beating 
so heaviljr tfaat I almost thonght they mast hear it. 
I blew out mj lamp^ advanced a step, and drew 
back a comer of the curtain. It was as I had al- 
readj snspected. Maddalena and the lady in the 
woods were one and the same. Hugh was sitting 
at his desk, with his head resting on his hand. 
Maddalena was kneeling beside him, with jast the 
same look of defiance on her pale face that I saw 
upon it first. 

In the same moment the look faded and the 
face became gentle. 

" And yet, Hugo mio^^ said she, " I do not hate 
her. I — ^I have even tried to love the thonght of 
her, f or thy sake." 

" You would love herseif, if you knew her," said 
my husband, quickly. 

" She is very young, and fair, and tnie-looking," 
replied Maddalena. ^' I am glad she is so fair, f or 
thee." 

^^ She is as true as she looks," said Hngh. ^^ She 
knows all your story now — ^at least, as mach of it 
as I coold teil her — ^and if you would only see 
her . . r 

" See her !" interrupted the Italian, with a vehe- 
ment gesture. " Are you mad, to ask it ? See 
her — ^the woman who bears your namef — who 
flleeps every night in your anns f — ^who, perhaps, 
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even now, bears a child of yours in her bosom t 
Whilst I . . . Bio! how tarne a wretch yöu must 
think me I" 

" Maddalena ..." 

" The light in my eyes would wither her — the 
breath of my lips would poison her !" continued 
she, impetuously. Then, suddenly checking her- 
seif, " Pardon, pardon," she cried, " I do not mean 
to vex thee, Hugo ! Thou knowest how gentle I 
have been — how patient — ^how obedienti Thou 
knowest how I have kept my word to thee !" 

" Yes, yes, poverina ; I know it;" 

Maddalena took his diseng^a^ed band, and kissed 
i,a.dl.idherch«kc»es«^,.p«n'l,. 

" What do I live f or, idol mioj* murmnred she, 
" if not to obey thee ? Why do I drag on this 
weaiy chain of years, unless to dedicate each day 
and hour to thy service ? And yet, I sometimes 
weep because I can do nothing for thee. Dost 
thou remember the time, Hugo, when I used to 
mend thy gloves ? It was long, long ago. It made 
me very happy. I have not even that happiness 
now. Dost thou remember a little purse which 
thou hadst thrown away one day, and I asked for 
it ? See — ^here it is, all wom with my kisses. Ah, 
do I not love thee ?" 

Standing there, cold and trembling, with that 
horrible Sensation of helplessness that one has in a 
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dream, I saw mj husband cover bis ejes with his 
band— heard him reply, in a voice altered by emo- 
tion — 

" Slj sly Maddalena — tu rtiamir 

" Oould anyone love thee better 1" 

He shook his head. 

" Oould any one — anyone^ Hugo, love thee so 
well? Oould «Ag give thee up as I have donet 
Oould she sleep under the same roof, knowing 
another in her place, as I do t Oould she live, 
banished as I am, and yet love thee as I love thee, 
utterlyandblindlyT 

"No— no, impossiblel" 

"And yet you avoid me! Nay, do not shake 
your head; for it is true. You keep out with your 
dogs and your gun, day afler day, and never seek 
to see me of your own will. Is it that you fear 
my reproaches? You need not ; for I never even 
think blamefuUy of you, now. Is it that you shrink 
f rom the sight of my sorrow ? You need not ; for 
when I See you, I am happy. Are you not my 
king and my lif e ? Is not one such hour as this, 
my recompense for weeks of suffering ?'* 

"Maddalena, Maddalena, you torture mel" 
cried Hugh, brokenly. "Whenl think of thee, 
and of all the misery I have caused thee, I hate 
myself T 
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^^ Najy thou shalt not hate what I adore/' said 
Maddalena^ with a piteous smile. 

Hugh laid his head down upon his desk, and 
covered his face with his hands. 

" Hugo/' she faltered ; " Htigo mioj there is one 
thing— one little thing, which thou couldst do, my 
love, to make me very happy." 

" Then in God's name^ let me do it," 

«Darelafikitr 

" Yes, if • . • . if . • . • what is it f 

" Only this — only this," — and I saw her throw 
her anns passionately about him, and press her 
head against his Shoulder — "call me once — ^but 
once — by my old name. Let me, oh 1 let me hear 
it, even though it be f or the last time !" 

He lif ted his pale face f rom the desk, and took 
her head in his two hands. My heart stood still. 
I feit as if it were my sentence that he was going 
toutter. 

He bent f orward — ^his Ups moved — ^he whispered, 
" Spoia mia /" 
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CHAPTEß Vn. 

WEABY AND HEAVT-LADEN. 

His wif e I 

He had called her his wif e — I had heard it — 
and I Hved. I remember wondering, vaguely, 
how it was that the words had not killed me where 
1 stood. But they did not. They only para- 
lysed me, brain and body, and lef t me scarcely con- 
sdous of the blow by which I had been crushed. I 
have no distinct recollection of any thing that fol^ 
lowed. I saw their Ups move in speech, but the 
words had no sense f or me. I saw Hugh resume 
his writing, and Maddalena trim the lamp, without 
at the time deriving any kind of mental impression 
from what passed, or being sensible that their 
conversation was ended. I can form no con- 
ception of how long I stayed there; or how I 
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came to find myself, by and by, in my own 
room, Standing before the empty grate. Here, 
for the first time, a wondering consciousness of 
misery dawned upon me. I began to remember, 
Word by word, look by look, gesture by gesture, 
all the fatal evidence that had just been brought be- 
fore me. I began to comprehend that Hugh had 
deceived me with a f alse story — that two words 
had changed all my past and all my future — that 
my World had suddenly become a chaos of ruin, 
and that I had better have died than survived it. 

The room was almost dark. The lamp which I 
had lef t flickering had long since gone out ; and 
only a faint reflex of the outer starlight struggled 
through the blinds. 

Cold and dark as it was, I crept to bed without 
relighting the lamp — a statue of ice with a brain 
of fire. The reaction had come now. My head 
burned ; my temples throbbed ; f ears, possibilities, 
retrospections, thronged and surged upon me, like 
the waves of a tumultuous sea. I could not think; 
for I had no power to arrest my thoughts. They 
racked me, tossed me to and fro, mastered and be- 
wildered me. I could weigh nothing, eompare no- 
thing. I only feit that I was wrecked and heart- 
broken — that he called another, Wife — that he 
was no longer my own — that I was alone in the 
wide World — alone for evermore I 
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Some time had gotie by thus — ^perhaps hours ; 
perhaps minntes — ^when I heard a cautious foot- 
step in the corridor^ and a band at the door. I 
buried my face in the pillow, and feigned sleep. 
He came in very gently. 1 beard bim set bis can- 
dle down upon tbe table and cross to the f oot of the 
bed, wbere he stood some moments without moving* 
It then seemed to me that he went back^ drew a 
cbair to the table, and took something from his 
pocket. Once or twice, during tbe silence that 
followed, I distinguished the rustling of paper. 
Presently he moved again, very cautiously ; and I 
distinctly beard bim fold the paper over and over. 
He was writing to me — I knew it as well as if I 
had been at bis Shoulder — ^writing to bid me 
farewell, because he would not awake mel I 
feit as if my senses were leaving me. I bit the 
pillow in my agony of anguish ; and feit my beart 
contraet, as if grasped by an iron band. 

Then he came back to tbe bed ; laid the note 
beside me ; bent over me silently. I feit the soft 
incense of his breath upon my neck — ^I beard bim 
murmur my name fondly to himself — ^I knew wbat 
a loving light was in his eyes as he looked down 
upon me. Then he lifted a stray curl from tbe 
pillow, pressed it to bis Ups, lingered, sighed, and 
went away. 

For one moment— one wild, delirious motnent — I 



96 babbaba's histobt. 

feit as if I must call him back^ open my arms and 
myheart to him, forgive all, and weep out my 
grief on bis bosom. But the words " Sfposa mia^^ 
Started up before me in letters of flame. The des- 
perate question, " What am I to this man, if another 
is bis wifel" forced itself upon me witb pitiless 
rigour, I cnished the impulse down — ^I let the 
moment pass. He was gone. 

Then a deadly, sickening, stifling Sensation 
rushed suddenly upon me. I tried to sit up in 
the bed ; but it seemed to sink away beneath me. 
I f ainted. 



I recovered my consciousness gradually and pain- 
f uUy. I think I must have lain a long time, for 
when I again opened my eyes, it was daylight. 
O God I was I mad, or was it all a wicked 
dream ? My eyes feil upon the note which he had 
left on the pillow. I recoiled, as if I had been 
9,%\mg ; for it was directed in pencil, " To my wifeP 
His wif e ? What wif e ? Not I ! not I ! Another 
claimed that title — ^it was her " old name ;" whilst 
I .... oh shame and sorrow ! I was only his 
mistress. 

I had but one thought now ; one insane, despe- 
rate, overruling thought — flight. 
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Yes; fligfat. I feit that I must go — that I 
conld not sieep another ni^t under bis roof — ^that 
I never daie look npon bis face again. I scareely 
asked mvself whither I shoald tum. I neither 

m 

knew Dor cared. Anywheie, so that it wei^ but 
far, far away, wheie none who had ever known me 
shonld witness my miserv ! 

This resolve once taken, I became possessod by 
a feverisb haste which brooked no dela\\ and 
hiurried me from step to step, from project to 
project, with an energy of will that, for the time, 
supplied the place of physical strength. I rose, 
weak and trembling, and dressed myself that cold 
December moming. without any thonght of those 
Inxnries of the toilette to which I had of late been 
accnstomed. Whüe I was dressing, the thonght 
of my poor old f aithf ul nurse flashed across my 
mind, and I determined, if she would go, to take 
her with me. Desperate as I was, the prospect of 
being ntterly alone in my fiight appalled me. As 
for my f ather, or my sister, or Mrs. Sandyshaft, I 
would sooner haye died than seek a ref uge with 
either. Their pity would have driven me mad. 

I rang for my maid, who was amazed to see me 
up. From her I leamed that Hugh had lef t the 
house at seven, taking Tippoo with bim. It was 
already half-past eight o'clock. The next direct 
train left, I knew, at half-past one; therefore I 
VOL. III. H 
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had four hours before me. I desired the girl im- 
mediately to pack my smallest portmanteau, and 
Said that I was going to London. 

"To London, ma'am — ^to-dayf" faltered she. 
" You — ^you look so very tired — ^more fit to be in 
bed than to take a joumey." 

I glanced at the glass, and saw a haggard, 
white-lipped shadow of myself • I tried to smile, 
and answer carelessly. 

" I am not used to balls and late hours, Ann," 
I replied. " I think I shall never go to another 
large party." 

"What would you please to have packed, 
ma'am I" said Ann, still looking at me somewhat 
anxiously. 

"Only necessaries — ^no laces, no jewellery. 
Nothing but some underclothing and one dress ; 
the darkest and plainest I have." 

" That will be your brown silk, ma'am. Nothing 
eise t" 

" Yes — ^my case of colours," 

"And shall you require me to go with you, 
ma'am t " 

^' No ; I go alone. I may, perhaps, take Mrs. 
Beever with me. I am now going across the park, 
to ask her about it." 

Ann looked more surprised than before. 

"Not without your breakfast, ma'am?" said 
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she, seeing me with mj bonnet in my band. 
" May I not bring you a cup of coffee first ? In- 
deed, you should not go out this bitter moming 
without it." 

I told her she might bring it, and, when she was 
gone, swept the jewels that were lying about into 
my jewel-case, stripped the rings from my fingers, 
took out the brooch with which I had mechanically 
fastened my collar, and locked them all in — all, 
except my wedding ring. I could not part from 
that. Mockery as it was, I feit I mttst keep it. 

In a few minutes more, I was hurrying across 
the park. The day was dull and intensely cold ; 
but I went f orward like one under the influence of 
opium, heeding neither the moaning wind nor 
the wet grass about my feet, I should scarcely 
have hesitated in my path had a thunderstorm 
been raging. Arrived at the cottage, I went 
in without knocking, and foimd my old nurse 
ironing linen. 

" Goody," I said, abruptly ; " will you leave all 
this, and come with me ? I am going away." 

She looked at me, tumed deathly white, and 
sank into a chair. 

" Dear God 1" stammered she, " what has hap- 
pened?" 

" Great wrong and sorrow," I replied. " I am 

h2 
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leaving my .... Mr. Farquhar, for ever. Will 
you come with me ?" 

She wrung her hands, and stared at me pite^ 
ously. 

^' Yes, yes — God love you, yes, my poor lamb !" 
she cried. " Where will you go ?" 

" I don't know, Somewhere abroad, f ar away." 

*^ To-day — at once." 

The old woman clasped her head with both hands, 
utterly bewildered. 

" To-day !" she repeated. " Mercy ! that's sud- 
den." 

"Yes, yes — ^to-day," I replied, impatiently. 
" Every hour that I linger here, is torture to me." 

I wanted to be gone without delay. I feit as if the 
loss of every minute were irreparable. I would 
have set oflf for London, Walking, by the high 
road, sooner than wait for the train, if she had 
proposed it. 

" Oh, that it should all end like this I" moaned 
she, rooking herseif to and f ro. " My little lamb, 
that I nnrsed on my knees so often ! Well, well, 
my poor rags are soon put together .... What 
will the master say ? And Miss Hilda, too I Oh, 
dear I oh, dear I we are here to-day and gone to- 
morrow. Where is he, my darlingl" 

'' Gone." 



BARBARA'ft HISTOEY, 101 

" Hell Support you in comf ort, my deary, any- 
how?" 

" I would not accept a f arthing f rom him, if I 
starved I" I cried, fiercely. " I have kept nothing 
of his — ^not a book, not a jewel. I can support 
myself, Goody, and you too." 

"Well, well, deary, there's Mrs. Sandyshaft — 
she won't let you . . . ." 

"Mrs. Sandyshaft knows nothin^ — never will 
know anything from me," I interrupted. " All I 
want is to hide myself f ar away, where none of 
them will ever see me, or hear of me, again. Don't 
ask me why. You shall know all, by and by. I 
have been cruelly deceived and wronged .... there, 
not a word. Make haste, for God's sake, and let 
US be gone." 

The old woman stood up mechanically, and 
began f olding the linen that lay upon the table. 
All at once she stopped, and said : — 

" But, my deary, have you any money ?" 

Money? In my distress and eagemess, I had 
never thought of it ! I had none of my own ; and 
I would not have taken his to save myself from 
beggary. I feit as if a thunderbolt had fallen at 
my f eet. 

" Not a f arthing," I replied. 

Goody shook her head sorrowf ully. 

" Alas, and alas I my lamb," said she, " where 
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can we go, and what can we do, without it ? I — ^I 
have a little bit of money laid by, myself ; but it's 
only a bit, and when that's gone . . . ." 

" When it's gone, I can eam more, and pay you 
back tenfold!" 1 said, hurriedly. "How much 
have you ?" 

" Oh, very little, my deary ; a — a matter, may- ^ 
be, of thirty pound," replied she, somewhat reluc- 
tantly. 

Thirty pounds ! We might travel a long way 
for thirty pounds, with economy. To Belgium, 
perhaps ; or some obscure comer of Switzerland ; 
or Rome — ahl no; Borne was too difficult of 
access. We could not go to Rome for thirty 
pounds; and yet in Rome, I could have eamed 
money by my art more easily than elsewhere. 
What was to be done ? 

"Or — or, maybe, it's pretty nigh as much as 
fif ty," added Goody, af ter an anxious pause, during 
which she had watched all the changes of my 
countenance. " Fm pretty sure it's fif ty ; but nö 
more." 

" But it's enough," I said. " Yes — ^yes, quite 
enough." 

Goody took a little withered stump of myrtle 
from her window, set the pot on the table, and 
said, with a sigh : — 

" It's all there, my deary — every penny of it. 
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Fll give it to you at once, and it will be off my 
mind." 

And with this^ she tumed the myrtle out, took a 
very small circular tin box from the bottom of the 
pot, cleansed it carefully from the loose earth^ and 
laid the contents before me. There were some 
bank notes, and a few loose coins. 

" Two twenties, my lamb," said she, smoothing 
them out tenderly, as they lay upon the table ; 
" two twenties, and a five^ and four sovereigns, and 
two halves, and a lucky sixpence. Ks the savings 
of a life, my deary, but you*re welcome to them, 
that you are — ^kindly welcome." 

The simple, generous fidelity of this honest 
heart melted the ice of my despair, and I burst 
into tears. 

" God bloss you, dear I God bloss you, and thank 
you," I cried, throwing my arms about her neck, 
and laying my head down upon her Shoulder, as I 
used when I was a little child. " You, at least, 
will never deceive me I" 

They were the first tears I had shed since this 
blow feil upon me ; and they seemed to cool my 
brain, and slacken the unnatural tension of my 
nerves. They left me clearer to think and freer 
to act ; and it was well they did so, f or now, aJas ! 
helpless and inexperienced as I was, I had to act 
and think f or two. 
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In the meantime, the day was passing. A f ew 
more words, and we had arranged all. I was to 
keep the money ; we were to leave Broomhill at 
midday ; and I was to take her up at the lodge- 
gate, on my way to the Station. Thus we parted. 
I had scarcely passed the garden gate when she 
came running after me. 

" You'll bid them miud the poor dumb things, 
my deary," said she, with her apron to her eyes. 
" There's the cat, and the bullfinch, and the cocks 
and hens — they all love me ; and I should be loath 
to think they were forgotten.*' 

Struck with the selfishness of my sorrow,! tumed 
back, took her by both hands, and said, eamestly — 

" You shall not leave them — ^no, dear old f riend, 
you shall not leave them. You — ^you love your 
little home ; you had thought to end your days in 
it. I will not tear you from it, to share my sad 
and uncertain fortunes. I am yomig; fitter and 
better able to battle with the world than you. For- 
get that I asked you to go with me. God bless 
you, dear, and good-bye." 

But Goody would not hear of this. I might say 
what I pleased ; but she would never leave me. 
If I ref used to take her with me, she would foUow 
me upon her knees ; beg her way after me where- 
ever I might be ; pursue me to the ends of the 
eartli with her love and her devotion. Finding 
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her thus resolute, and f eeling my own weakness 
and desolation, what could I do but thank her with 
my whole heart for the sacrifice, and gratefully 
accept it? 

A f ew hours more, and we were speeding towards 
London ; Broomhill receding eveiy moment f ar- 
ther and farther into the past, and the wide world 
opening, a desert, before me. 

A weary joumey ! a weary, wretched joumey, 
made up of anxious days and dreary nights ; of 
bodily unrest, and nervous prostration ; of perpe- 
tual heart-ache, of broken sleep, and terrified 
wakings, and stränge mental conf usion 1 My re- 
coUection of it is indistinct and fragmentary. 
Scenes and incidents occur to me here and there, 
as one might remember glimpses of a half-for- 
gotten panorama. Faces of f ellow-travellers p^s 
before my mind's eye, like faces seen in dreams. 
To this day, I shudder when I recall these scat- 
tered mosaics of things and places which are bound 
up in my memory with so much suffering. 

Now, it is the duU room where we wait, hour 
after hour, tili the starting of the Dover train. I 
See the gloomy fire-place with its cavemous hoUow 
of suUen red fire. I see the reversed letters on the 
ever-«winging glass door. I see the table heaped 
with rugs and travelling-bags ; the travellers that 
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come and go incessantlj ; the coloured äashes on 
the wall from red and green lamps which are 
carried past, lighted bj hurrying porters. I see 
the widow-lady in the comer, with her little girl 
asleep on the sofa heside her, at the sight of 
whose pale face and monming garb my tears 
feil without control. I hear the rumbling vehi- 
cles outside, and the shrill whistle of arriving 
trains ; and I remember, oh, how distinctly ! the 
dread with which I tumed to the door each time it 
opened, trembling lest some fatal chance should 
bring Hugh to the spot before we could get away 
from it. 

Now it is midnight, and we are in Dover. We 
are late, and are hurried off to the boat, which is 
on the point of moving. A few wintry stars 
glimmer here and there overhead. The lights 
from the quays flicker down upon the troubled 
water in the harbour. The pier seems to recede. 
The steamer begins to lurch. We are at sea. 

Now we are on shore again, in a dim office 
guarded by foreign soldiers. Here, all is confu- 
sion and dismay, for I have forgotten to provide 
myself with a passport. Interrogated, rebuffed, 
alarmed, I am forbidden to pursue my journey 
without the authorisation of the resident English 
Consul. It is now between four and five in the 
moming, and the Consulate will not be open before 
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nine ; so we are conducted to a huge gloomy hotel, 
like a prison, and there left tili moming. Our 
room is immense, carpetless, damp as a vault, and 
fumished with two funereal-looking beds, antique 
oaken bureans, dusty mirrors, and consoles that 
look as if they dated from the reign of Louis 
Treize. Weary and miserable, my poor old nurse 
and I sit, band in band, talking and weeping to- 
getber tili tbe neigbbouring cloeks clasb and clang 
tbe bour of six, and tbe market-f olks begin to be 
noisy in tbe street below. Tben,*outwom witb 
fatigue and sorrow, we botb sleep beavily. 

Now it is tbe railway again, and we are on our 
way to Marseilles. I am Mrs. Carlyon, Britisb 
subject, travelling on tbe continent, attended by 
her servant. It is a good name, and belonged to 
some distant ancestor of our family. I remem- 
bered it in tbe old genealogical cbart tbat used to 
bang in my f atber^s sitting-room, and cbose it for 
tbat reason. It is very trying and monotonous, 
tbis perpetual railway travelling, Hour after 
bour, in dayligbt or dusk, tbe same landscape 
seems to be for ever flying past. Sometimes 
tbe lamp is flickering down upon tbe faces of 
our fellow-travellers, wbile witbout tbere are 
wbite villages dimly seen, steep cuttings, and wide 
flats crossed at intervals by lines of skeleton pop* 
lars tbat look gbostly in tbe moonsbine. Some- 
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times it is daylight, and very cold. The country 
is lightly sprinkled with snow. Trees, hills, plains, 
and villages flit past ns as bef ore ; and every now 
and then we come to a Station near a large town, 
where passengers arrive and alight, and vendors of 
roasted chestnuts and French Journals cry their 
wares shrilly to and fro upon the platform. And 
all this time I travel like one who is flying from 
fate; jaded, benumbed, feverish, and suUenly 
silent. Sometimes I fall asleep ; then wake, tremb- 
ling, from fantastic dreams, in which Hugh and 
Maddalena and my old school-friends at Zollen- 
Strasse are strangely associated. My head aehes ; 
my lips are parched and bleeding ; my eyes are 
burning hot ; and, sleeping or waking, an oppress- 
ive sense of woe weighs on my ehest, and im- 
pedes my very breathing. There are times when, 
do what I will, I cannot keep my thoughts steady ; 
when all seems conf usion in my brain^ and I cannot 
dissever the things of the past from the events of 
the present. There are also times when I recall 
our life in Italy with stränge distinctness — ^when I 
torture myself with reproaches and self-question- 
ings, and repeat over and over again, in the 
silence of my heart, " Alas ! why was I not content 
in my Paradisef Why could I not have been 
happy a little longer I" 

Thus, with one nighfs rest at Chälons-sur-Sadne, 
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the long land joumey passes, and we traverse all 
France from coast to coast. The poor old woman 
by my side sleeps nearly all the time ; and bears it, 
on the whole, better than I could have hoped. For 
my own part, I have some recoUection of wonder- 
ing once or twice, in a passive confused way, 
whether acute mental snffering and bodily f atigue 
acted upon others as they were now acting upon 
me — whether this faintness and shivering, this 
altemate buming heat and freezing cold, this tor- 
pidity and languor, were common to all who, like 
myself, were weary and heavy-laden, and in need 
of restt 

Now it is a great crowded port ; and high white 
buildings, forts, batteries, ships, piers, quays, light- 
houses, and traffic of all kinds, seem to pass multi- 
tudinously before me. Our luggage is placed 
upon a truck, and we follow it down to the place 
of embarkation, through streets crowded with 
vehicles, soldiers, sailors, and foot-passengers. 
Weak and trembling, I cling to Good/s arm for 
Support ; and, once on board, am thankful to go at 
once to my berth, and be at peace. By and by, 
the steamer begins to sway, and we are again at 
sea. 

Then comes a troubled, restless time, of which I 
can remember nothing distinctly. A time when I 
lie, hour af ter hour, in a State which is neither sleep» 
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ing nor waking— when I have dreams which seem 
scarcely to be dreams, but are mixed up, in some 
painful way, with realities — ^when not blood, but 
fire, courses throagh my veins — ^when my thoughts 
wander, and I try in vain to stay their wanderings 
— when I am conscious of uttering words over 
which I have no control — ^when my own voice 
sounds f ar away — ^when I f ancy I can hear Hugh's 
f ootstep in the cabin ; and there is something un- 
familiar in Goody's well-known face beside my 
pillow ; and the steamer is no longer the steamer, 
but the old house in which I was bom; and the 
dashing of the sea against the port-hole is the flow- 
ing of the canal, through which the painted barges 
pass and repass all day long. 

Then I hear a stränge voice, which says that I 
am very ill — and then all is blank. 
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CHAPTEK VIII. 



goody's secret. 



" SußELY, dear Goody," said I f eebly, " I have 
been very ill ? " 

" Indeed you have, my lamb," replied Goody, 
wiping her eyes, " So ill, that I never thought 
to hear you call me by my right name again 1 " 

I looked, languidly, round the room; at the 
painted arabesques on the walls and eeiling ; at 
the print in a black frarae over the fire-plaee ; at 
the medicine-bottles on the table. All were stränge 
to me. 

" What place is thist " I asked. 

'' They calls it a hotel," said Goody, contemptu- 
ously. " / call it a barrack." 

" And where is it ? *' 

Goody shook her head vehemently. 
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"There, then, my deary," exclaimed she, "don't 
you ask me, for Fm sure I can't teil you, no more 
than one of them cherubs on the ceiling! It's 
some outlandish name or another ; and though I 
hear it twenty times a day, and though, when I do 
hear it, I know it, I couldn't fit my Ups to it, if 
it was to save my life! All I can answer for is, that 
the Pope of Borne ain't very f ar off, and all the 
travellers land here from the steamers." 

I closed my eyes and lay silent for a long time, 
trying to remember how and why it was that I 
had left Broomhill, and by what chance my old 
nurse happened to be with me ; but I was too 
weak to think, o^nd in the effort feil asleep. 

When I next woke, it was dusk, and there were 
two gentlemen in the room, talking softly together 
beside the fireplace. Finding that I was awake, 
one came to my bedside and sat down ; the other 
left the room. 

"ia Signora sta meglioy^ said the stranger, 
taking my wrist between bis fingers, and smiling 
gravely. " Moho meglio.^^ 

" It's the doctor, my darling," whispered Goody, 
over bis Shoulder. 

He was a tall yonng man, with a black beard, 
and a very gentle voice. Oatching the sense of 
her explanation, he bowed bis head slightly, and 
added — 
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" Slj Siffnora ; sono il medicoJ^ 

I replied, in Italian^ that I was mach obliged to 
him ; and asked how long I had been ill. 

" The Signora arrived here,^ said he, " on the 
fifth of January, and it is to-day the second of 
February." 

" And this, I suppose, is Oivita Vecchiat'* 

" S\j Signora. JE Civita Vecchia^^ he replied. 

I had been ill a month — a whole month, every 
day of which was as completely blotted from my 
memory as if it had never been 1 He tumed away, 
examined the medicines in the bottles, and scrib- 
bled a rapid prescription. In that moment I 
remembered all that had happened; but, being 
so very weat, remembered it with no other emo- 
tion than a kind of langiiid wonder, as if it were 
a thing of long ago. The prescription written^ 
the doctor came back to my bedside. 

"The Signora mnst keep very quiet," said 
he. 

To which I replied — 

"How soon, Signore, shall I be able to go on to 
Romer 

He smiled, and shook his head. 

" If you are impatient, not so soon as if you 
could, for the present, put all thought of it aside. 
You cannot keep your mind too calm. You can- 
not, just now, think or converae too little." 
TOL. III. I 
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I promised to obey as literally as I could; 
whereupon he took his leave. 

The next day, about noon, I suddenly recol- 
lected the second gentleman whom I had seen in 
the room the evening before, and asked Goody 
who he was. 

"Seoond gentleman, my lamb?" said she, con- 
fusedly* "What do you meani What second 
gentleman V' 

" He lef t the room just as I woke," I replied. 
*^ He was Standing by the fireplace, where you are, 
with his back towards the bed* Surely you must 
know whom I mean I" 

" Eh ? deary me I What was he like, darling I" 
said Goody, bending over the fire, 

" I don't know* It was dusk ; and he was gone 
immediately. Is he the doctor's assistant ?" 

^'The doctor's assistant?" repeated she. "Aye, 
to be sure. Yes, yes, my lamb, I remember. " 

" Then he was the assistant ?" 

" Now, didn't I say so I But, bless your heart, 
deary, you know you're not to talk," 

" Well, teil me one thing — what is the Doctor's 
name ?" 

"His name? Bless you! my lamb, / can't 
remember their outlandish talk. Why, they don't 
even call beef-tea, beef-tea ; nor gruel, gruel — the 
poor heathens I I'm sure, Tm ready to go down on 
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my knees, sometimes, and thank God that I wasn't 
bom oiie of 'em, His name, indeed ! No, no, 
my deary ; but here's his card. Maybe, you can 
make it out by that." 

I looked at the card, which she held before my 
eyes, and read — '^ Giorgio Marcoj M,D!^ 

I lay still, af ter this, f or a long time ; f or my 
thoughts flowed very slowly. When I next spoke, 
it was to say — 

" Goody^ — ^how mach money have we lef t ?" 

To which Goody replied, briskly — 

" Oh, plenty, my deary. Near five-and-twenty 
pound." 

Near five-and-twenty pounds ! I closed my 
eyes again, and tried to think how much we had 
spent before I lost my memory ; but this was an 
efFort of which I was quite incapable. I then tried 
to calculate what our expenses at Civita Vecchia 
might amount to; but with no better success. 

" There's the doctor to pay, Goody," I suggested, 
after awhile. 

" That won't be much," said she. 

" He has attended me f or a month, has he not ?" 

Goody admitted the f act, reluctantly. 

"And has called, I suppose, daily?" 

Goody admitted this also. 

"Indeed, there were some days," added she, 
" when he came twice — that was when you were at 

l2 
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the worst, my deary. But, bless youl hü bill 
won't be much, for all that. Why, he lives in two 
little rooms up at tbe top of a great white house 
over yonder ; and he always comes Walking ; and 
when it's wet, he carries a red umbrella.** 

Another long pause. 

" And then there's the hotel bill,'* I resnmed^ 
by and by/' 

" Ah, well ; that can^t be mnch either,** said 
Goody* "We have only this one room, and I 
attend npon you myself ; and as for eating and 
drinking — ugh 1 it's little enough / take of their 
nasty f ood. My living don't cost sixpence a day.'^ 

" Well, well, Goody," I sighed, quite wearied 
out by this long conversation, "I daresay the 
money will last out tili I can eam some more. If 
not . . . •" 

" Don't you think of that, my lamb," interrupted 
she. " IfU be enough, and to spare ; take my word 
for it. And besides, I know what I know . . . . 
but there, the doctor says you're not to talk ; so 
don't let's say another word about it." 

. And I noticed, af ter this, that whenever I began 
to speak about money, or my desire to reach Borne, 
or any other subject involring anxiety about the 
future, she invariably took ref uge in Dr. Marco's 
prohibition, and reduced me to silence. 

Day by day, though very slowly, I progressed 
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towards recovery, My boors went by in a kind of 
passive languor. Sitting up in bed, or propped 
witb pillows in an easy chair^ I was content to 
watcb Goody at her work; or to let my eyes wander 
from curve to curve, from wreath to wreath of 
the poor conventional arabesques upon the wall, 
witb scarceiy tbe accompaniment of a tbought. 
As I grew stronger, however, my mind began to 
dwell more upon tbe f uture and tbe past ; and tbe 
old perpetual sense of trouble resumed its bold 
upon my beart. I became restless and f everisb. 
I pined for active occupation. I feit tbat tbe first 
great sbock of my grief was indeed over; btlt 
tbat tbe weariness and desolation of lif e were mine 
for ever, 

My young pbysician, observant of eveiy Symp- 
tom, came to me one moming witb a parcel of 
books under bis arm. 

" Wbat bave you tbere, Dr. Marco 1" I asked. 

" A tonic, signora," be replied. " Your tbougbts 
want feeding, just as your body wants strengtben- 
ing. Cbange of mental occupation is as necessary 
to bealtb as cbange of scene or diet." 

I tbanked bim, and untied tbe parceL Tber© 
were Sir Josbua Reynolds's Discourses ; Lessing's 
"Laocoon" in German; Scblegel's '* Letters on 
Cbristian Art," also in German ; and Viardot on 
"Les Mus^es d'Italie." Every one upon Artl 
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I was Startled, and, looking up with the quick ap- 
prehension of one who has a secret to keep, said — 

"This is a stränge choice, Dr. Marco. Your 
books are all on one subject. How could you teil 
that that subject would interest me ?" 

He coloured up to the roots of bis hair. 

" I — ^I did not know — ^I did not observe, signora," 
stammered he. 

" You did not observe V* I repeated. 

" The truth is, signora," replied he, " they are 
not my books. I borrowed them for you; and 
took them, as they were given to me." 

" Then you borrowed them f rom an artist," I 
said, smUing. 

" Even that I do not know," he replied, examin- 
ing the volumes with some embarrassment. " They 
belong to a gentleman who was staying at this 
hotel when you were first brought here, and who 
is now in Eome. He still comes occasionally to 
Civita Vecchia. He may be an artist. It is very 
possible. Kome is always crowded with them." 

"Ah, Signor Marco," I said, eagerly, "if I 
could but reach Bome, I should be well. How 
soon, do you think . . . ." 

" As soon, signora," interposed he, " as you can 
take a drive without top much fatigue, and are 
strong enough to bear a joumey of eight hours. 
In the meantime, I think it would be as well if 
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you could remove into a more cheerful room. 
There are apartmeDts in this bouse which look to« 
wards the sonth, and command the sea and the 
harbour. You would find one of tbose mucb 
pleasanter." 

I tbougbt of onf scanty means, and sighed. Dr» 
Marco blusbed again^ like a girl^ 

" You bave been here so long/* said he, " tbat 
the landlord would, no doubt, let you have a front 
loom for the same rent as this. May I negotiate 
for you with him?" 

I thanked him, and accepted bis ofFer. When 
he was gone, I took up a volume of Schlegel. 
Tuming to the fly-leaf, I found the righthand top 
comer tom off. I tumed to the next, and found 
it mutilated in the same way. I then examined 
all the rest ; and f rom each the name of the owner 
had been subtracted in the same rough fashion. 
The strangeness of it awakened my curiosity. 

" Goody," I Said, " did you ever see that gentle- 
man who was staying here when we first carae t 
— ^the gentleman who lent these books to Dr. 
Marco?" 

" How should I know, my deary ?" replied 
Qoodjy carelessly. " IVe seen a good many gentle- 
men, first and last, since weVe been in this 
house." 

" The one I mean has gone to Rome." 
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To which she only said, '^ Aye, indeedf and so 
the subject dropped. 

The next day we removed into a front room 
overlooking the harbour, where I could sit for 
hours in a southwaid window basking in the 8un- 
shine^ and watching the fishermen's barques as 
they came and went with the tides. Leaning on 
Goody's arm, I could now walk about the room 
for a qoarter of an hour at a time ; and Dr. Marco 
proposed that I should venture on a drive the 
f oUowing morning. 

Thus recovering, as it were, hourly, and seeing 
myself ever nearer and nearer to the end of my 
joumey, I began to get seriously anxious lest our 
money should not be sufficient for the discharge of 
our debts at Oivita Vecchia. I examined the Con- 
tents of the purse, and f ound^ as Goody had said^ 
a sum equivalent to about twenty-f our pounds and 
twelve Shillings. 

" What shall we do, dear, if it is not enough I" 
I Said, looking hopelessly at the money in my lap. 

" It will be enough, and pounds to spare, my 
lamb, as Tve told you before," replied Goody, 
orjwulaxly. 

" I might seil my watch and chain, it is true," I 
pursued ; " though I should be sorry to do so." 

"Did He give 'em to you, my dearyf 

" He ? Do you suppose I should have brought 
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them away with me, if he hadf" I asked^ flush- 
ing at the mere mention of bis name. ^^No^ 
they were my father^s gift, on— on my wedding- 
day." 

"Ah, well; you won't have to part from 'em 
just yet," Said Goody, with confident composure. 

I was not quite so well satisfied ; and so, by and 
by, wrote a little note to the landlord in my best 
Italian, and begged that I might have bis bill made 
out up to the present time. To my amazement, 
Goody flatly refused to take it down. 

" Goin' worrittin in tbis way about bills, and 
money, and watches, and wbat all I" exclaimed she, 
irritably. "It's just the way to make yourself ill 
again, and lay you on your bed f or anotber month, 
it is ! I wonder wbat Doctor Mark would say ! 
No, no, — ^rU have notbing to do with it, Wait a 
day or two longer, tili you're streng enough to 
think of going, and then TU take your messages, 
and welcome." 

I rose, and rang the bell. 

" I bad not expected tbis from you, Beever," I 
Said, angrily. " But there are servants in the botel 
who will obey my orders." 

The door opened almost immediately, and a 
waiter, who was probably passing, came in. 

" Is the landlord witbin t" I inquired. 

" Si, signora." 
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" Then be so good as to give him this note, tod 
say that I shall be obliged by a speedy reply." 

The waiter took it, and retired. He was nö 
sooner gone than Goody bürgt into tears, and went 
over to the window in great agitation. 

^^ Oh, dear I oh, dear 1" moaned she, " what's to 
be done nowf What's to be done now? I can't 
bear your anger, my lamb, and all Fve done, Fve 
done for the best ; and because I love you as if 
you'd been my own flesh and blood 1 And now 
you'U never trust me again — ^I know you won't ; 
and whether IVe done right or wrong, I know no 
more than the habe unbom !" 

The vehemence and suddenness of her repent- 
ance quite took me by surprise. 

"My dear old friend," I said, affectionately, 
" don't be grieved — don't say another word about 
it. You were wrong to refuse, but . . . ." 

"No, no, no," she interrupted, sobbing. "It 
isn't that, my deary love; it isn't that at alll 
But you'll know quite soon enough — oh, Lord! 
oh, Lord 1 here's the landlord himself ; and nöw 
it'U all come out !" 

The landlord came in; a grave man dressed 
all in black, \\äth a white cravat, and a profusion 
of jewellery. He held my note, opened, in bis 
band ; and said, bowing profoundly — 

" The signora has done me the honour to write t" 
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I replied that I had written, and requested faim 
to be seated. Goody's last mysterious words had 
somewhat unnerved me, and I waited with some 
anxiety f or what he should say. 

He, however, bowed again, sat down, coughed, 
and ventured to hope that the signora's health was 
becoming re-established. 

I thanked him, and said that mj health was 
already much improved ; f or which I was largely 
indebted to the care of Doctor Marco. 

" Doctor Marco, signora," observed the landlord, 
*^is a very clever young man. He is lost in Oivita 
Vecchia. There is an opening in Eome f or a phy- 
sician of Doctor Mareens abilities." 

I replied that I had no doubt there might be. 

" The air of Civita Vecchia, signora, is highly 
favourable to invalids," continaed the landlord. 
" Many come f rom Eome to recover. The signora, 
I will venture to affirm, would not have been 
restored so rapldly either in Eome or Florence." 

I bowed, interrogatively ; and was about to lead 
to the subject of my note, when the landlord, with 
polite fluency, resumed : — 

" The signora," said he, " sees Civita Vecchia at 
its dullest season. At this period of the year, we 
stagnate. The signora should visit us in the bath- 
ing season. Then all is life and gaiety. Eveiy 
hotel and lodging-house is filled« The beach is 
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covered with promenaders. We have music on 
the Molo, daily. E molto fnacevoUr 

" I have understood/' I replied, " that it is an 
agreeable viUeggiatura. Bat . . . ." 

"The bathing, too, is excellent," said the land- 
lord, " and is preferred by many to the Baths of 
San Giuliano. We were honoured, last autumn, 
by a visit from His Holiness the Pope." 

" To retum, however, to the subject of my note," 
said I, resolutely steniming this tide of small talk. 
"The padrone will do me the favour to make 
out my bill in füll, up to the present time ; af ter 
which, if he pleases, we can begin a new account. 
I purpose leaving Civita Vecchia for Rome in a 
f ew days, and I wish to form some estimate of what 
my expenses have been, during my illness." 

The landlord bowed again; referred to the 
note through a double eye-glass; darted a sus- 
picious glance towards Goody, who was rocking 
herseif restlessly to and fro in her chair at the 
f arther end of the room ; and said — 

" The signora desires to have a — a copy of all 
her weekly accounts, dating from the fifth of 
JanuaryT 

" Precisely." 

" We are not in the habit of copying former 
accounts," said the landlord ; " but as this is not 
our bufliest season, and the signora has been with 
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US for some weeks, it sball be done^ to oblige her.'^ 

" To oblige me I" I repeated, with a smile. 

He darted another glance at Goodj; looked 
somev^hat embarrassed ; and said, with a hesitation 
very unUke bis f onner flnency— 

^^I am surely mistaken in supposing tbe sig- 
nora to be ignorant of tbe fact tbat — ^tbat her 
accounts have been regularly paid during the 
period of her stay in my house !" 

" Paid ?" I echoed, scarcely beUeving my ears. 

" Paid punctudly, every Monday moming." 

«Bywhomr 

" By the signora's own servant, who has all the 
receipts in her possession." 

" Is this truel" I asked, rising, all in a tremble, 
and f acing her where I stood. " Is this true ?" 

" Is what true ?" whimpered Qoody, with averted 
face. 

Her voice and attitude eonfirmed it, without 
need of conf ession. I tumed to the landlord, who 
wa« fidgetting with his eye-glas» in the utmost per- 
plexity, and wished bim good day. 

" If I can be of any f urther service to the siff- 
nora . . ." he began. 

" Not of the least, thank you." 

'^ The accounts," said he, lingering, " sball be 
copied forthwith/' 

" Pray do not take the trouble," I replied. " It 
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is sufficient if my servant has the Originals in her 
care. Good aftemoon." 

" Good aftemoon, signora — ^good aftemoon." 

And the padroae reluctantly took his leave, with 
his curiosity unsatisfied. 

When he was gone, I went over and stood bef ore 
her. 

" Whose money was it ?" I asked, in an agitated 
whisper. " Teil me at once. No lies — ^no equivo- 
cations. Whose money was it f " 

" Oh, dear 1 oh dear I" cried she, " I did it f or 
the best — ^indeed, indeed, I did." 

Half beside myself with apprehension and anger, 
I took her by the arm and shook it violently. 

" Speak at once," I said. " What wicked f oUy 
have you been committing ? You have betrayed 
me — confess that you've betrayed mel" 

" No, no, my dear lamb, not that! not that ! I 
couldn't help his seeing you — ^you being carried up 
on a mattress, poor love, as helpless as a habe — 
how could I ? But, there — only give me time, and 
don't frighten me, and TU teil you everything — 
that I will, my deary, true as Gospel 1" 

" HeT^ 1 faltered, catching at a chair for support. 
« Who t For God's sake, who f " 

Poor old Goody wrung her hands together, and 
looked up, deprecatingly, through her tears. 

^^I don't know, my deary I" she sobbed. "I 
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never saw him bef ore, in all my lif e ; but he said 
he knew you as well as if he was your own father 
— and — and I believed him — and I know I was 
very wrong to take his money; but I was all 
alone among strangers, my deary, in a — a f oreign 
land — and you all but dying — ^and — ^and I was so 
thankf ul to find a friend, that — that . , ." 

I flung myself into her. arms, and kissed her 
over and over again. 

" Hush, dear, hush I" I cried* " I thought it 
was — you know who I thought it must be ! Since 
it ia a stranger, never mind. We can pay him 
back his money, whoever he may be. I was very, 
very harsh to you, dear — ^pray f orgive me. There, 
now — dry your eyes, and try to describe him to 
me ; and let us think how we can find him out, 
and how much we owe him, and who he can be. 
In the first place, what is his name ?" 

" I don't know, my deary." 

" Did he never teil you ? Or have you f or* 
gotten itl" 

*^ He never told me, my deary," 

^' Was he old or young I Tall or short ? Fair 
or dark I" 

" Bloss you, my lamb," said Goody, with a be- 
wildered face, " I haven't the least notion." 

'' It isn't Dr. Topham V 

She shook her head, doubtf uUy. 
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^^You remember to have seen him^ dear, at 
Broomliill? The doctor, you know — ^my auntfs 
doctor^ ^ho used to come riding through the park 
on his little pony — a very cheerfnl, pleasant . . ." 

"It's no one I've ever seen before/'replied Goody, 
decisively ; ^^and the farthest off from cheerful and 
pleasant that I've come across this many a day« I 
don't mean to say but what he's very kind, my 
lamb — as kind as can be. He helped to .carry you 
upstairs himself ; and he downright forced the 
money into my hand^ saying you might want com- 
f orts, and that was to make sure of your having all 
that was necessary bef ore he came again." 

" And he did come again I" 

^* Bloss you, yes — he was staying in the hotel 
f or the first day or two ; and after he'd gone away 
to the Pope of Bome, he came back once or twice; 
and would have had me take more money every 
time, only I knew we had enough without it, and 
wouldn't hear of it." 

" Did he seem to be very rieh and grand t" I 
asked next, with some vague idea of the Grand 
Duke floating through my mind. " Had he many 
servants with him ; and did he seem like a noble- 
mant" 

" Lord, no, my deary 1 as piain as could be." 

" You are quite sure he was an Englishman ?" 

" Indeed I wouldn't be sure at all," replied she. 
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" He had a queer way in his talk. To be siire, he 
might be from some other part of the country ; 
bnt I can't help thinking the English didn't come 
quite natural to him." 

My eyes feil npon the volumes. A sudden 
thought flashed across me. 

" It IS the same who lef t the books with Doctor 
Marco !" I eried, eagerly, *' Bun, dear — ^run down 
and ask the landlord to let me see the visitor^s 
book. Fm sure I know who it is now !" 

"How am I to ask for it, my deary?" said 
Goody. " You must write it on a bit of paper, 
please, and . . . Mercy 1 there he is 1" 

"Wheret wherel" 

*^ There, my deary— -down by those posts there 
— Coming up to the house, with his face this wayl" 

I f oUowed the direction of her finger ; and saw, 
as I had already expected to see — Professor Metz, 
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CHAPTER IX. 



THE CHANGE 'tWIXT NOW AND THEN. 



*^ Roma ! Roma 1 Roma I 
Non ö piu come era prima !" 

To an artist, the words " habitable Rome," convey 
f ew ideas beyond the Via Margutta and the Caf6 
Greco* In the former he lives and works ; in the 
latter he smokes, sups, meets his friends, and 
with them discusses his bettle of Orvieto and the 
news of the day. From the caf e my inclinationa 
and sex alike excluded me ; bat in its imme- 
diate neighbourhood, if not in the street itself, 
my lodgings were situated. I lived, in short, 
in precisely that central house of the Vicolo 
d' Aliberti that looks down the Via .Margutta. 
Those who know Roma will not need to be told 
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that these two streets, in their relative position, 
take the form of a T. 

The Via Margutta is a street of Studios and 
Stahles, crossed at the upper end hy a little roofed 
gallery with a single window, like a shahhy Bridge 
of Sighs. Horses are continually being washed 
and currycomhed outside their stable-doors ; f re- 
quent heaps of immondezzajo make the air unfra- 
grant ; and the perspective is too f requently 
damaged by rows of h'nen suspended across the 
road from window to window. Unsightly as they 
are, however, these obstacles in no wise affect the 
popnlarity of the Via Margutta, either as a resi- 
dence for the artist, or a lounge for the amateur. 
Fashionable patrons leave their carriages at the 
comer, and pick their way daintily among the 
gutters and dust-heaps. A boar-hunt by Vallati 
compensates for an unlucky splash ; and a Cam- 
pagna sunset of Dessoulavey glows all the richer 
for the squalor through which it is approached. 
But I was not a resident in the street of painters. 
I only commanded it from my bedroom window ; 
and I lived chiefly at the back of the house, in a 
room which served me for studio and parlour to- 
gether. Just outside this room was a little loggia, 
where I could breakfast in the open air; and 
where Goody used to sit in the sun with her 
needlework while I was painting, and chat to me 

k2 
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through the open window. The loggia was a 
great comfort to us; for there was no garden 
attached to the house in which we lived. We 
were, however, surrounded on this side by the 
gardens of others, overlooking, as we did, the great 
quadrangle f ormed by the backs of the houses in 
the Via Babuino, the north side of the Piazza di 
Spagoa, the high ridge of the Pincian hill, and 
our own modest little Vicolo d' Aliberti. Within 
this quadrangle the air was always fresh, and the 
sunshine warm and lulling, The gardens below 
were füll of orange and lemon trees; some of 
which (laden with yellow fruit, like the golden 
apples of the poets) were trained aloog the Walls ; 
while others, again, stood sturdy and wide-spread- 
ing, like mere northem apple-trees. Most of our 
neighbours kept poultry ; and many were the con- 
trivances of up-stairs lodgers to hang linen from 
window to window, or balcony to balcony. In one 
garden close by, there was an old marble water- 
tank, that had once been a costly sareophagus, and 
came, most probably, from the tomb of some noble 
Roman on the Appian Way. In another, were 
two crumbling moss-grown ums of stooe, appa- 
rently of cinque-cento origin. Piled high upon a 
loggia nearly opposite, rose a pyramid of empty 
Orvieto bottles, in their wicker-coats. Lower down 
were the stables of a remise ; and on the brow of 
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the Pincian, closing in our horizon on the left, 
stood the twin-towered villa of the French Aca- 
demy« Merely to lounge on this little loggia in 
the moming sunlight, throwing crumbs to the 
chickens in my neighbour^s garden, watching the 
light and shadow on the green leaves and the 
broken ums, and listening to the military music on 
the Pincian, was pleasant and soothing to one 
whose health was so broken as mine. It was a 
quiet, cheerf ul nook — ^just the plaxie in which to 
live a life of work and solitude; day repeating 
day, and year year, tili the end should come. 

This little home was found for me by my good 
friend, the Professor. Poor Goody, it appeared, 
had told him, in her perplexity and fear of possible 
consequences, that I had lost my husband, and 
come abroad for change of scene. He believed 
my name to be Carlyon; and he knew that I 
looked to my artistic talents for a livelihood. 
Finding all this to be the case, I suffered him to 
continue in the same convictions ; and this with 
all the less difficulty, since he scrupulously ab- 
stained f rom even 'an allusion to my married life. 
Was I wrong to do this I I think not. I could 
have told him nothing, unless I told all ; and my 
wounds were too fresh to bear re-opening. And 
then the shame of it ! No— no ; broken as I was, 
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my pride sealed that confession on my Ups, and 
gave me strength to suffer in silence. 

The dear, rough, kind Professor ! I had never 
known tili now how gentle, how chivalrous, how 
generous a heart beat beneath that rugged ex- 
terior. I was unhappy, and he respected my 
sorrow. I was ill, and he succoured me. I was 
alone, and he protected me. He brought me to 
my Httle home himself , all the way from Civita 
Vecchia ; saw to the drawing up of the agreement 
by which Ihired it; and was as careful of my inter- 
ests and my comfort as if I had been his own child. 
He had come to Rome to collect works of art for 
the Grand Duke, and was lodging temporarily in 
the Piazza di Spagna. Closely as his time was 
occupied, he came to see me once in every day ; 
and often, when he had been the whole morning 
among the printshops or Studios, would bring an 
open vettura in the af temoon, to take me for a drive 
along the meadows behind St. Angelo. As I be- 
came stronger, he introduced me to several of the 
best picture-dealers ; one of whom at once com- 
missioned me to copy a painting in the Schiarra 
Palace. From this moment, my modest f uture was 
assured. Once known in Rome as the pupil of so 
eminent a master, I was certain of employment as 
a copyist ; and a copyist was now all that I desired 
to be. Ambition, hope, the desire of excellence. 
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the love of praise, were all dead within me, The 
enthusiasm with which I once worshipped the 
painter^s art^ was dead also. I dld not even look 
upon the masterpieces of the past with the same 
eyes as before. For me, the Magdalens of Guido 
had lost their langnid charm. Something of its 
subtlety had fled f rom the syren smile of Johanna 
of Naples. A power was gone out from the walls 
of the Sistine, and a glory had faded from the 
Transfiguration. Not all the wonders of art, an- 
tiquity, or story had power now to hasten the pulses 
of my heart. I could wander among the colossal 
ruins of the Baths of Caracalla, or tread the 
chariot-wom pavement of the Appian Way, 
with an apathy at which I marvelled. Nothing 
moved me, save the remembrance of when, and 
with whom, I had first visited each well known site» 
In the Colosseum, I no longer saw Commodus, "the 
Imperial Sagittary," with his crescent-shaped 
shafts, decapitating the ostrich as it fled round the 
arena. Amid the gigantic desolation of the Palace 
of the Caasars, I no longer remembered Caligula 
dancing madly before the trembling Consuls, " in 
the second watch of the night," or Nero weeping 
on the bosom of his nurse. I thought only of 
Hugh, and of how we had wandered together in 
the shadow of these very walls and arches. I re- 
membered how, for my pleasure, he used to ran- 



136 babbaba's histoby. 

sack the stores of bis leaming^ people each min 
with the men of antique Kome^ and " unsphere" 
the spirits of Suetonius and Plutarch. " In Italy/* 
saith a brilliant Essayist^ ^^ we leave onrselves be- 
hind^ and travel throngh a romance." AlasI it 
was so with me ; but in a sadder and a very different 
sense. I had indeed left far behind my former 
seif of youth and happiness ; and now, a mere 
shadow travelled mournfully through the romance 
of my own fair and faded past. Every broken 
column, eveiy monldering architrave, recalled some 
half-for^tten passage from its pages. On this 
fallen capital I sat to rest, while he filled my lap 
with violets, At this fountain we stooped and 
drank, in the mid-day sunshine. In this mosaic- 
paven nook we read aloud the fourth canto of 
Childe Harold. It was all over now. He whom 
I had worshipped as a child, dreamed of as a girl, 
adored as a wif e, had deceived me, wronged me, 
embittered all my past, and laid waste all my 
future. Yet I lived, and knew that I must bear 
the burthen, and set myself to the business of life. 
Life! — alas! what was life to me ? Like the Cam- 
pagna, on all sides a desert ; at every step, a tomb. 
All the joy and the f ulness of this life of mine had 
sunk, in one night, at a single blow ; like a stately 
ship that goes down in the deep waters, with all 
sail set, and every band on board. Still I lived, 
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and was calm ; — so calm that I sometimes asked 
myself if my heart yet beat in my bosom, and the 
blood yet ran wann in my veins ? 

And thus the weary sands dropped, dropped, 
dropped daily, in the great hour-glass of Time. 



CHÄPTEK X. 

TIHB PA8T AKD TIHE PBESENT. 

" P&muD parva decoit. blihi jtuu non regia, Btana 
Sed TBcnnm Tibur placet." — Hokace. 

" Cyprees uid ivy, weed aad w&ll-flower grown 
M&tted and maaaed together, hiUocka heap'd 
On what were chambere, aicb crnah'd, colanm ettown 
In fragments, cboked-np vaults, and frascoes ateep'd 
In BubterTanean dampa." — Btbos. 

Theke was k tap at the door. 

" May I come in t" said a well-known voice. 

TliL' vüu'o was Followed by the shaggy grey head 
of tlie IIiTi' Profc^Mir, and the bead was daly suc- 
ceedeil by th« ix^st uf liis gaant person. 

" Are yoii not always welcome?" I replied, an- 
Bwering a questioii with a qnestioQ. " I am making 
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the coffee, while öoody is gone to the Via Condotti 
f or the roUs. Will yon breakf ast with us I" 

" Breakf ast I I breakf asted two hours ago, by 
candle-light." 

" Yon are a Spartan, mein Professor.*' 

"Yon are a Sybarite, meine liebe Schülerinn. 
Who ever heard of such an hour as eight f or break- 
fast at the ZoUenstrasse College! Madame 
Brenner wonld be ashamed of yon." 

" My dear f riend," I said, smiling and sighing 
together, " that was at least fifty years ago — ^when 
I was yonng." 

" Pooh I yon are a child now/' growled the Pro- 
fessor ; " and because yon are a child, I come to 
propose a holiday. Will yon go to Tivoli ?" 

«ToTivoK? Whenr 

" To-day. It is still early enongh, and will do 
yon good. Yes, or no?" 

I had no desire to go ; bnt f eared to disappoint 
him by a refusal. 

" If yon can spare the time," I began, " and 
would enjoy it . . ." 

" I can spare the time," he intermpted ; " bnt 
my stay in Rome draws to an end ; and in another 
week I may be no longer here. Shall I order a 
carriage to be at the door in half an hour ?" 

*^In twenty minutes, if yon like, mein Pro- 
fessor." 
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" No, no— eat your breakf ast in peace. And, 
remember, your f riend Goody is a charming old 
woman ; but she may as well stay at home, and 
keep house." 

With this, he strode away downstairs, three 
Steps at a time, and I presently saw him in the yard 
of the remise^ several gardens off, inspecting the 
condition of an open carriage which was being 
cleaned by one of the stählernen. 

The drive was less beautif ul than most of those 
which lie round Rome, and the Professor was 
more than usually silent. Thus two hours and a 
half went by, dully ; and I was not sorry when, 
tuming aside from the castellated tomb of the 
Plautia family, we passed down a shady lane, 
and stopped at the gate of Hadrian's Villa. 
Alighting here, we passed into that wide and 
wondrous wildemess of ruin, through avenues dark 
with cypress, and steep banks purple with violets. 
The air was heavy with perfume. The glades 
were carpeted with daisies, wild periwinkle, and 
white and yellow crocus-blooms. We stepped 
aside into a grassy arena which was once the 
Greek theatre, and sat upon a fallen comice. 
There was the narrow shelf of stage on which the 
agonies of CEdipus and Prometheus were once re- 
hearsed; there was the tinyaltar which stood between 
the audience and the actors, and consecrated the 
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play ; there, row above row, were the seats of the 
spectators. Now, the very stage was a mere 
thicket of brambles^ and a little thrush lighted on 
the altar, while we were sitting by, and fiUed all 
the silent space with song. 

Passing hence, we came next upon open fields, 
partly cultivated, and partly cumbered with shape- 
less mounds of fallen masonry. Here, in the 
shadow of a gigantic stone pine^ we found a sheet 
of mosaic pavement glowing with all its marbles in 
the snn ; and close by, half buried in deep grass^ 
a shattered column of the riebest porphyry, Then 
came an olive plantation ; another theatre ; the 
fragments of a temple ; and a long line of vaulted 
cells, some of which contained the remains o^ baths 
and conduits, and were tapestried within with 
masses of the delicate maiden-hair fem. Separated 
from these by a wide space of grass, amid which a 
herd of goats waded and f ed at their pleasure, rose 
a pile of reticulated wall, with part of a vast hall 
yet Standing, upon the vaulted roof of which, 
sharp and perfect as if moulded yesterday, were 
encrusted delicate bas-reliefs of white stucco, re- 
presenting groups of Cupids, musical Instruments, 
and figures reclining at table. Near this spot, on 
a rising ground f orraed all of niins overgi'own with 
gi:ass and underwood, we sat down to rest, and 
contemplate the view. 
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A deep romantic valley öpened before us, closed 
in on either side by han^ng woods of olive and 
ilex, with here and there a group of dusky junipers, 
or a soKtary^ pine, rising like a dark green parasol 
above all its neighbonrs. Interspersed among 
these and scattered about the foreground, were 
mountainous heaps of buttressed wall, arch, vault, 
and gailery, all more or less shattered out of form, 
or green with ivy. At the bottom of the valley, 
forming, as it were, the extreme boundary of the 
middle distance, rose two steep volcanic hüls, each 
crowned with a little white town, that seemed to 
wink and glitter in the sun ; while beyond these 
again, undulating, melancholy, stretching mysteri- 
ously ^way for miles and miles in the blue distance, 
lay the wastes of the Campagna. 

The Professor pulled out his book, and made a 
rapid sketch. 

" Why do you not also draw ?" asked he. 

"Because I prefer to be idle, and fancy how 
this seene may have looked eighteen hundred 
years ago." 

" You cannot fancy it," he said, abruptly. " It's 
impossible. Who could reconstruct, to the mind's 
eye, a group of palaces, theatres, barracks, temples, 
and gardens, such as once were here gathered 
together ? Why, the outer wall measured between 
eight and ten miles round." 



babbara's histobt. 143 

" It was not a villa at all," I replied. " It was 
a model city." 

" And can you * f ancy ' a city t" 

" Perhaps," 

The professor grinned, somewhat contemp- 
tuoasly ; shook his head ; and went on sketching. 

Now it happened that I really could 'fancy' 
these things with a degree of accuracy that would 
have beeu surprising had the knowledge been my 
own. I had gone over this very ground with 
Hugh, when we were living in and near Korne, 
many and many a time. It had been one of our 
most favouiite spots, and I knew every site, 
every path, and every historical conjecture of the 
place by heart. To reconstruct these bnildings ; 
to people temple, and palace, and amphitheatre, 
with the lif e of eighteen handred years ago ; to 
identify each hill, and vale, and pile of ruin, had 
been precisely the object and the charm of our ex- 
plorations. It was in studies such as these that 
Hugh's active mind found one of its highest 
satisfactions. They brought his vast reading to 
the surface. They exercised his imagination, 
stimolated Ms memory, and interested him on the 
side of iK,e^ and art I think I seldom knew him 
SO communicative of his knowledge, and so happy 
in the exercise of his manifold powers, as when, 
stroUing through these ruins, he used to think 
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aloud, and enrich my mind with the precious over- 
flowings of iiis own." 

Of all this, however, the Professor knew no- 
thing ; and so, being this moming in a particularly 
amiable mood, began presently to banter me on my 
" antiquarian spirit." 

"Why so silent?" said he. "Lost among the 
Komans — ehi Perhaps you knew the Emperor 
Hadrian in some State of pre-existence — who 
knows ?" 

" Perhaps I was a handmaiden of Julia Sabina." 

" Julia Sabina ! Who was she f " 

" His wife, mein Professor." 

" Humph ! I wish your antiquarian inspiration 
would move yon to discover what all these places 
were, that Fm putting in my sketch." 

" Will you conf ess that I am a genuine Sibyl, if 
Ireally teil your 

" Oh, of course." 

" Well, then, this spot on which we are sitting 
was probably the site of an Academy. The Val- 
ley bef ore us was called the Vale of Tempe, and 
laid out in imitation of the celebrated Thessalian 
pass. • Down yonder, where you see that line of 
bushes and deep grass, there runs a tiny rivulet 
which the Emperor caused to be led through the 
Valley in imitation of the Perseus." 

" You have got this f rom the guide-book," said 
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the Professor. "False Sibyl! fill me thls cup with 
water from your mock Perseus. I must just add 
a dash of colour." 

I took the little tin cup, and filled it for him. 
When I came back, he desired me to go on. 

" What is the use of going on," said I, " if you 
deny my Inspiration? No Sibyl ever brooked in- 
credulity." 

" Teil me something worth hearing, and I will 
believe in you to any extent you please," 

" lipon your honour?*' 

" Upon my honour — if your Sibylline leaves are 
not Stolen from Murray's Hand-book." 

" Be silent, then, while I invoke the aid of the 
gods." 

The Professor mixed a great pool of cobalt, and 
laid a flat wash of cloudless sky over all the upper 
half of his paper. Then, humming an unmusical 
growl, touched in the shadow-sides of his ruins 
with a warm grey which seemed at once to put 
everything in its place, and harmonize the picture. 
I, in the meantime, strove to collect my thoughts, 
and arrange my already half-f orgotten leaming. 

" Come, my pupil," said the Professor, ".you are 
a slow prophetess." 

" I have to travel back through eighteen cen- 
turies," I replied, "and that is no light matter. 
Now listen, while I summon up remembrance of 
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diings past, and bring before your eyes the revels 
of the Oassars !" 

The Professor put his brush to his Ups, and 
blew an imaginarj tnimpet. I proceeded with my 
narrative. 

" Imagine, O leamed Apelles, that it is now the 
tenth hour of the Koman day« There has this 
morning been a chariot race, foUowed by a show 
of gladiatoi^ and the victors have just gone down 
through the valley crowned with palm leaves and 
ribbons. Now we hear a sound of flutes and 
clarions. A Company of the Pretorian guard ad- 
vances, foUowed by musicians and fire-bearers, 
after whom comes the Emperor, clothed in a long 
white robe and crowned with roses. He is fol- 
lowed by some two dozen Koman nobles, all in 
festive dress; and another Company of guards 
brings up the rear. They are going to sup in the 
Imperial Banqueting-hall, of which the ruins are 
now before your eyes. Imagine that hall . . ." 

" Stop !'* cried the Professor. " Those are the 
ruins of the Thermaß," 

" They are called so, O Apelles, by the ignorant 
who compile guide-books," I replied ; '^ but I, the 
Sibyl, teil thee that those ruined arches once 
echoed to the sounds of feasting. See the stuccoed 
flutes and garlands, the amphorsB, the groups of 
revellers yet fresh upon the hoUow of that vault. 
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To what end should decorations such ms these be 
moulded upon the ceiling of a bath-roomf" 

"Humph! There's some reason in that/' ad* 
mitted he, now busy upon a Cluster of dock leaves 
and a fallen trunk in the f oreground. 

" Let US foUow the Emperor," continued L 
*' Let US pass, invisible, through the guards at the 
portal, and the crowd of Sicilian cooks, panto- 
mimistSy slaves, and dependants in the outer hall. 
Guided by the sound of music, let us penetrate to 
the ooenaculum itself. Here, on semicircular 
couches, recline the Emperor and his guests, their 
hair redolent of fragrant ointments, their fingers 
covered with rings, aad their jewelled slippers 
lying beside them on the floor« Each man holds 
in his left band a napkin with a gold and purple 
fringe. On the tables stand small images of the 
gods. At the Iower end of the room is an elevated 
stage, on which a party of buffoons are perform- 
ing a Comic interlude. The visitors play at dice 
between the courses. Now and then, through re- 
volving compartments in the -ceiling, flowers and 
perfumes are showered do^n upon the feasters; 
while slaves stand by, whose duty it is to f an away 
the flies, and bring fresh towels and scented water 
to the guests, after every dish," 

^'By Thor and Wodenl" exclaimed the Pro- 
fessor^ " how do you come to know all thisf" 

l2 
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" The f east begins," said I, taking no notice of 
the intemiption, " to the soiind of trumpets ; and 
slaves carry round cups of Falemian wine, 
flavoured with honey. Then come oysters from 
the Lucrine lake, cray-fish from Misenum^ mullets 
from BaidB, lampreys, and perhaps a sturgeon, 
which is weighed alive at table, allowed to expire 
before the eyes of the guests, and then carried o£F 
to the kitchen, presently to appear again, cooked 
with a rieh sauce of wine and pickles. Then come 
dishes of nightingales, thrushes, roasted shrimps, 
African cockles, Melian cranes, Ambracian kid, 
and a boar from the Umbrian f orests, roasted whole, 
and stuffed with beef and veal. This is carved by 
the carptoTj with pantomimic gestures, to the sound 
of music." 

"But how do you know this?" repeated the 
Professor, fairly laying down his brush with 
astonishment. 

"Next some jars of rare Massic and Chian 
wines are opened ; a libation is poured out to the 
gods ; and the Emperor pledges his guests. Then 
enter f our musicians playing on double flutes, fol- 
lowed by as many servants crowned with flowers. 
They bring the royal dish of the entertainment— a 
peacock with all its plumage displayed, on a salver 
garlanded with roses. At this sight, the guests 
burst into murmurs of applause, and salute the 
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Emperor, The buffoons now retire, and a couple 
of gladiators make their appearance on the stage, 
armed with helmets, bucMers, greaves, and short 
swords. The serious business of supper being now 
over, and the dessert about to be brought on, the 
feasters have leisure to enjoy this more exciting 
amusement. Additional cushions are brought; 
spiced wines are handed round; the tables are 
cleared; fresh cloths are laid; the guests lean 
back ; the Emperor gives the Signal, and the 
gladiators begin their combat. Now pistachio 
nuts, dates, Venafran olives, Matian apples, peai's, 
grapes, dried figs, mushrooms, sweet cakes, pre- 
serves, and all kinds of delicate confectionary 
moulded into curious and graceful devices, are 
placed upon the tables. Conversation becomes 
animated. A gladiator falls, mortally wounded; 
the spectators cry ^ habet /' a fresh combatant re- 
places him; and the Emperor himself deigns to 
bet upon the victor. Thus, amid bloodshed, 
dicing, wine and feasting, the hours pass by, and 
the entertainment draws to a close. Valuable 
presents are then distributed to the guests. One 
gets a precious ring, one a robe of Tyrian dye, 
another a sketch by Parrhasius, another a bust of 
Hadrian in coloured marbles ; and thus each takes 
his leave, enriehed and feasted, and pours a last 
libation to the health of the Emperor and the 
honour of the gods." 
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" Is that all?'* gasped the Professor. 

" O Apelles ! the Sibyl hath spoken." 

He jumped np and floorished his umbrella 
meiiacingly bef ore my eyes. 

" Confess!" cried he. "Down on your knees, and 
conf ess directly where you read all this ! Name 
the book, the author, the publisher and the price I 
TeU everything this moment, you impostor, on pain 
of death I" 

" I have nothing to teil," replied I, composedly. 

" False ! inconceivably f alse I Where did you 
readitr 

" Nowhere." 

"Whowroteitr 

" Nobody/' 

"Have you invented it?" 

" By no means." 

" Nowhere — ^nobody — by no means I Sphinx ! 
Monster of negations ! Speak, and be intelligible. 
If thou hast neither read nor invented these things, 
whence thy knowledge of theml" 

" Inspiration." 

"Humbug! humbug! humbugl" 

"As you please, mein Professor," I replied, 
quietly smiling. " Is the sketch finished?" 

The Professor flung away his umbrella, and re- 
sumed his seat by my side. 

" Seriously, meine Schülerinrij^ said he, " I want 
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the secret of your leaniing, I know you to be a 
sensible young woman, and a very tolerable painter; 
but a savant in pettieoats, ' darkly, deeply, beauti- 
fully blue.' . . . Pooh ! it's impossible !** * 

" Wonder of wonders ! Apelles quotes Byron !" 
" You trifle with me," said the Professor, f rown- 
ing darkly. "You do not choose to speak. 

Ehr 

" Can you not guess why f " I asked^ turning 
away that he might not see the tears in my eyes. 
" Can you not guess that I trifl^ because it would 
cost me so much pain to be in eamest r 

" I — I don't understand/' stammered he. 

" Then I will teil you. You do not know, per- 
haps, how familiär this place is to me. I have 
been here over and over again, in — ^in time past. 
I once stayed at Tivoli for more than a week. I 
have sketched this very seene f rom almost the same 
point of view as yourself . I know every ruin in 
the place by heart — outwardly, in its form and 
colour ; inwardly, in its legend and history. The 
outward, I gathered for myself. The inward, 
dear f riend, I acquired f rom the Ups of one who 
had 

' made a general survey 



Of all the best ol men's best knowledges, 
And knew so much aa ever learning knew.' 
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One to whom all art, all poetry, all history was 
Jear and familiär — one . . . ." 

My voice failed, and I covered my eyes with my 
hand. The Professor coughed, fidgeted, and was 
for some moments silent. When he spoke, it was 
with a voluble embarrassment quite foreign to his 
ordinary manner. 

" I beg your pardon," said he. " I — I was an ass. 
I ought to have guessed — I might have guessed. 
If I am a fool, I can't help it, You — ^you see, I 
forget. I always think of you as my little scholar. 
It always seems to me that we are still at ZoUen- 
strasse, and — and when I look at you an,d talk to 
you, I never remember that you . . . perhapsif you 
wore a widoVs dress, it would be different ; or if 
you sometimes talked about your late . . . but I beg 
your pardon. Of course it's a very sad subject, 
and — and, as I said before, if I am a fool, I can't 
help it." 

" You are my best friend in all the world," said 
I, putting out my hand. 

He shook it, as if it had been a pump-handle, 
and blushed purple to the very tips of his great 
ears. Then, relapsing into sudden misanthropy, 
said — 

" Nonsense I All men are fools, and all women 
are hypoerites. I don't believe you care a groschen 
for me. JK, schweigen Sie! I won't hear a word 
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you have to say. Do you see that man on the top 
of those arches? I wonder how he got there. 
What a famous distance I shouldget formy sketch 
if I could find my way up !" 

" I can show you the path," said I. " It lies 
round behind those bushes. You must, however, 
foUow it alone, for it is rough climbing." 

He gathered up his sketching traps, and I led 
the way, pausing at the f oot of the ascent, which 
was even more wild and inaccessible than when I 
last saw it. Lea\T[ng him there to fight his way 
through the brambies as well as he could, I then 
strolled back into the valley, and followed the little 
rivulet, as it gurgled and sparkled through cresses 
and pebbles, tili lost among the deep grass farther 
down. Little rivulet that had been flowing on thus 
for so many centuries, singing the same low song 
for ever and ever ! For my ears that song had 
but one burthen. What to me were the Imperial 
feet that had once trodden its borders, and become 
dust ? What to me were the ravages of Goth or 
Gaul? I remembered only Hugh, and how we 
had wandered there together in the sunlight of two 
short years ago. I plucked a little red flower f rom 
the bank, and watched it float away with the stream. 
" Is it not thus," I asked myself , " that a lif e floats 
down the stream of time t Is it not thus that those 
whom we love are snatched from our embrace, and 
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humed away f or ever ? Towhatshore, oh fiower? 
To what eea, oh streun ? To what haven, oh 
my heartt" 

It waüone of those momeRts when I realised, in 
all its bittemess, the thou^ht of how, on this fair 
earth, we two could never meet in peace and love 
agEÜn ; and it smote me with a sense of pain " too 
deep for tears " 

The Professor came back covared with dust and 
Scratches, and looking much the worse for hia ex- 
corsion ; but delighted, tteverthetess, with all that 
he had seen and sketched from the roof of the B&n- 
quetin^-hall. Änd now, as the day was advancing, 
and OUT titne was fast ehhing away, we hastened 
back, f oimd out vettura waiting at the gate, and drove 
on through the famous olive-wood, to Tivoli. A» 
the town carae in sight, the Professor polled out 
his watch, shook his head, and sighed. 

*' All the inns are detestable," said he. " Heaven 
only knows what we shall get for dinner." 

" Oh, never mind," I replied. " What does it 
matter ?" 

" Matter V said he, sharply. " It matters eveiy- 
thing iu tliis infernal country. My dinner has 
been the misery of my daily life ever since I have 
in Kome. The sight of the trattore's list each 
'ning drives me mad. I never know what any- 
r mc'ans ; and when at lengtb I mark off three 
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or four thmgs, they generally tum out to be loath- 
some messes, unfit for anj bat a Caliban. Yes- 
terday, when I sat down to dinner, I found I had 
ordered nothing but a few sauces^ and some scraps 
of half-raw potatoe, swimming in oil T 

" Well, I promise you that shall not be the case 
to-day," Said I, smiling. 

" Then they eat such unholy things," grumbled 
he. " What do you think I saw on the price-list 

at the Lepre the other day ? It ran thus : — 

• 

' Beef — the eye of . 
Do. — the tongue. 
Do. — ^the ear. 
Do. — ^the feet.' 

Fancy a people that can feed on such offal as this! 
What wonder that art dies out among them? 
What wonder that they are priest-ridden and de- 
graded? Do you believe that Michael Angelo 
and Kaffaelle nourished their mighty thoughts on 
the eyes and ears of Campagna buUocks ? Faugh !" 

We were by this time entering the dirty, ruinous 
aUeys of Tivoli, f oUowed by a lively crowd of 
beggars. 

** What hotel, signore?'* asked the driver. 

"Hotel!" growled the Prof essor. "SayhoveL 
Take us to the Sibyl. There, if we are starved, 
we shall at least have something to look at." 
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So we drove into the yard of the Hotel de la 
Sibylle, which was already crowded with carriages 
and coachmen, and were at once shown out upon 
the terrace overlooking the falls. Here, at a long 
table in the shadow of the loveliest of Roman 
temples, sat a merry party of ladies and gentlemen, 
dining in the open air. No sooner, however, had 
we made our appearance, than three or four started 
up from their seats, and, to my dismay, burst into 
exclamations of welcome. 

" Why, it's Professor Metz !" 

** What lucky chance has brought you here to- 
dav, Professor Metz ?" 

^^ Just in time to dine with us, too I'* 

*^ Well, now, this is f amous !" 

" Couldn't have happened better !" 

To all of which the Professor replied by shaking 
hands with nearly the whole party, and blurting 
out such commonplaces äs first suggested them- 
selves. This done, he came back to me, looking 
considerably embarrassed. 

'' What's to be done 1" said he. " They want 
US to dine with them ; and — and they^ve such a 
capital dinner there, f umished by Nazzari. Every- 
thing cold. Brought it with them from Borne. 
If we Order a dinner at this vile place, we shan't 
be able to eat it. What do you say f " 

" I say, do as you please, my kind f riend." 
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" Humph ! Ha ! But — bat you don't like 
strangers — I know you don*t like straiigers ! 
Then you need not know them again to-morrow, 
you See, unless you choose. They^re nearly all 
ardsts. Stfll, if it wasn't f or the dinner . . . ." 

"I won't condenm you to die by starvation," 
Said I. 

"Fm afraid Tm selfish," hesitated the Pro- 
fessor. 

" I should know I was, if I allowed you to refuse 
on my account," 

While we were yet wavering, a lady left the 
party, and came towards us. Her person was 
large; her eomplexion fair; her face Square, 
massive, füll of power and f rankness, and lit by 
a pair of wondrous eyes that seemed to flash and 
Vary with every word she uttered. 

" Will it not be possible, Herr Metz," said she, 
" to prevail upon your friendf ' 

" Oh, yes — ^I — ^that is, she .... permit me to 
introduce Miss Dunham — Mrs. Carlyon," stam- 
mered the Professor. 

Miss Dunham put out her band with the sunni- 
est smile in the world, and said : — 

" You are very welcome. Our tables are * but 
coldly fumished forth ;' yet if you will baJance 
our good will against our baked meats, both shall 
be heartily at your Service." 
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I thanked and foUowed her, while the Professor 
whispered hastily in my ear : — 

^^Miss Dunham, you know — ^the celebrated 
American tragedian. One of the most charming 
women in Eome," 

Miss Dunham resumed her seat at the head of 
the table, made room for me at her right hand, and 
introduced me to the rest of the Company, The 
Professor found a place at the farther end ; and 
thas I found myself, for the first time since 
the fatal night of the ball at Ashley Park, sur- 
rounded by strangers, and listening to a whirl of 
conversation and laughter. Conf used, bewildered, 
f eeling strangely sad and out of place, I sat silently 
by, replying in monosyllables when spoken to, 
and scarcely able at first to disentangle the sepa- 
rate threads of talk. Presently, as my embarrass- 
ment subsided, I found that my neighbours at the 
Upper end of the table were chiefly occupied with 
the present State of Boman art, 

" That which shocks me most," said Miss Dun- 
ham, " is the fatal influence of Eome upon our 
young artists. Men who in London or New York 
showed vigour and originality, here either sink into 
classical imbecility, or turn manuf acturers of busts 
and medallions," 

" Nothing more easily accounted for," replied a 
handsome young man with an open collar and long 
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hair, at the opposite side of the table. " A fellow 
can but choose betWfeen the antique and the 
modern. The antique drives him to despair ; and 
all he does is miserable imitation. The modern is 
a market, govemed by the almighty clollar." 

" If the artist did his duty, he might make that 
market what he pleased," said a bright-faced girl, 
whom they called Charlie. " It is his bxisiness to 
elevate the public taste." 

" All very well when he has a fixed public to 
deal with," replied the young man ; " but the 
public of Rome is a mere fluctuating tide of 
tourists, most of whom know no more about art 
than about Lindley Murray — wretches who prefer 
a marble record of their own ugliness to the bust 
of the young Augustus ; and see a finer study of 
colour in a yard of Tartan than in a masterpiece 
of Titian." 

'^ Pen warne," said Miss Dunham, "you grow 
misanthropic. That unsold Eve that I saw in 
your studio yesterday will prove the ruin of you. 
Remember the fall." 

"Td rather put the Eve into the fire than 
seil her to some of your countrymen," said the 
painter, colouring. " A Yankee monster asked 
me the other day what I would take for — ^the 
gal eating oranges.' " 

" I can teil you a better story than that," ob- 
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served a quiet man at the lower end of the table, 
"An American capitalist came to me not many 
months since, and opened the conversation by say- 
ing — ' Sir, your name is Robson.' I admitted 
that my name was Robson. ^ And you air a Statu- 
ary/ said he* I admitted this faet also, substitu- 
ting sculptor. ' Sir,' continued he, ' I will give 
you a commission.' I bowed, and begged him to 
be seated. ' Mr. Robson, sir,' said he, drawing a 
paper from his pocket, ^ I am a re-markable man. 
I was bom in the en-Vi-rons of Boston city, and 
began life bv selling matches at five cents the 
bunch. I am worth, at this moment, one million 
o' doUars.' I bowed again, and said I was glad to 
hear it. ^ Sir,' he went on to say, ^ how I aimed 
that million o' dollars — ^how from selling matches 
I came to running of -errands ; to taking care of a 
hoss ; to trading in dogs, tobaccos, cottons, coms, 
and sugars ; and how I came to be the man I am, 
you'U find all made out on this paper, dates, and 
facts correct. Sir, it's a very Re-markable State- 
ment.' I replied that I had no doubt of it ; but 
that I could not quite see what it had to do with 
the matter in band. ^Sir,' said my capitalist, 
* everything. I wish, sir, to per-petuate my name. 
You have a very pretty thing, sir, here in Rome— 
a pillar with a Pro-cession twisting up all round it, 
and a figger up at top. I think you call it Trajan's 



baebara's history. 161 

column. Now, Mr. Kobsan, sir, I wish you to make 
me one exackly like it — same height, same size, 
and money no object. You shall re-present my 
career in all my va-ri-ous trades a-twisting round 
the column, beginning with the small chap selling 
matches at five cents the bündle, and ending with a 
füll length figger of ME on the summit, with one 
hand, thus, in my Bo-som, and the other under my 
coat-tails !' " 

" Won't dol won't do!" laughed a chorus of scep- 
tics. " A palpable invention, ßobson I Too good 
to be true." 

" Does anyb-b-b-body know what is to be done 
at the artist's fete this year?" asked a slim youth 
with blue glasses and a stutter. " I c-c-cant find 
out anything ab-b-b-bout it." 

"There's nothing decided yet," replied Mr. Pen- 
warne. " Murray was talking about a travestie of 
Sardanapalus the other day; but the notion didn't 
seem to be populär." 

"Why not play the ^ tedious-brief scene' of 
Pyramus and Thisbe 1 " suggested Miss Dun- 
ham. 

" Why not play the whole Midsummer Night's 
Dream?" said another lady. "It needs no scenery 
that the Campagna will not furnish." 

"Then Charlie should play Puck," said Miss 
Dunham, smiling. 

VOL. III. M 
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** And yourself, Oberen," rejoined the young 
girl. 

"I should wonderf oUy like to play B-b-b-bottom," 
stammered the youth in the spectacles. 

" Yes, it would suit you capitally," said Pen- 
wame ; " and no expense f or the head." 

" It has always seemed to me," observed an in- 
telligent-Iooking mau who had not spoken before, 
^^that there is a poetical inconsistency in the re- 
marks made by Bottom, after he is ^translated.' 
When he is introduced to Mustard-seed he makes 
a pungent allusion to ox-beef. When Titania 
presses him to feat, he asks f or a peck of provender. 
How are these to be reconciled ? If he thinks as 
an ass, he would know nothing of beef and mus- 
tard. If he thinks as a man, he would not ask for 
oats." 

" You can only reconcile it by remembering that 
he is both a man and an ass," replied Miss Dun- 
ham. " No unconmion phenomenon either." 

" You might get up an annual. exhibition, I 
should fancy, in one of the private galleries," said 
the Professor, in answer to some Observation which 
I had not heard. " Where uo comparisons can be 
made, the fire of emulation smoulders, A man 
ought to See his own works beside those of his con- 
t-emporaries at least once in every two or three 
vears." 
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" We would gladly do so, if we could,'' replied 
the gentleman with whom he was conversing; 
** but a thousand difficulties are thrown in oiir way 
by the govemment whenever it is proposed. We 
all feel the want of an exhibition room. We 
should be able to undertake larger works, if we 
had a large place in which to hang them. It is 
just this disadvantage that causes the historical 
school to be almost abandoned by our young 
artists, and drives so many into the realistic style." 

^^Realistic! historical 1" repeated the Professor, 
impatiently. "Nonsense, nonsense, young man! 
All true art is a form of history. If you paint 
but a tree, or a face, or a boat, faithfully — that is 
history- Don't lose yourself in a maze of words. 
Painting big pictures of mediaeval men and women 
f rom hired modeis in hired costumes, is not history. 
The real is your only historic ; and all art, to be 
beautif ul, must first be true." 

^^ But the best critics • . . ." 

" Critics be hanged!" interrupted the Professor, 
savagely. " God sent art, and the devil sent 
critics- Where were the critics when Kaffaelle 
painted his Transfiguration, and Michael Angelo 
worked in the Sistine Chapel? In those days, 
there were no critics, The best pictures the 
World ever saw were painted bef ore the brood ex- 
isted. Critics, indeed! Vultures feeding on the 

M 2 
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corpse of ancient art— fungi flourishing aniong 
ruins— ghouls 1" 

" Will anyb-b-body go down to see the falls 1" 
asked the youth in the spectacles. 

" No one who ohjects to being lef t behind," re- 
plied Miss Dunham, who was evidently the leader 
of the party. " It is half-past f our already, and 
we have all our miles before us. The night-mists 
^vill have risen, as it is, before we are half across 
the Campagna." 

" No danger of B-b-b-banditti, 1 suppose?" 

"Banditti?" repeated Mr. Pen warne, cairelessly; 
" why, I fear not. There are a f ew hordes about ; 
but they chiefly haunt the Florentine and Neapo- 
litan roads. Fancy f alling in with a Fra Diavolo 
and his gang — wouldn't it be excitingl" 

" I shouldn't f-f-f-fancy it at all," stammered 
the other, looking very uncomfortable. 

" Nonsense I think of the romance of it." 

" B-b-b-bother the romance of it," replied the 
stammerer, npon whose mind was dawning a dim 
consciousness of banter. " R-r-r-robbery and mur- 
der are acquired tastes, and I don't p-p-possess 
them." 

The al f resco dinner was now over ; the order 
was given f or putting in the horses ; and the gen- 
tlemen began gathering the knives, glasses, and 
unemptied bottles into two large baskets. In the 
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meantime we made the tour of the little temple, 
and looked down upon the plunging waters of the 
Cascatelle, the distant roar of which had accom- 
panied our voices all dinner-tune, like a concert of 
solemn instruments. 

" I wish I had gone to the b-b-bottom," said the 
stammerer regretfully, as he leaned over the 
parapet. 

" I wish you had, with all my heart/' replied 
Penwame. 

A few minutes more, and we were all on our 
road back to Rome. Mr. Robson and Mr. Pen- 
wame shared our carriage, and chatted of Italian 
politics, books, art, and artist-gossip all the way ; 
and as we went along, the sun set, and the moun- 
tains changed from rosekK)loiir to amethyst, and 
from amethyst to a cold and wintry grey. 
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CHAPTER Xl. 

THE PBOFESSOB. 

^ Sweetest nut hath sourest rind." 

As You Ijke It. 

I had been all day copying in tlie Sciarra Palace, 
and was cowering over my Kttle wood fire after 
dinner, when the Professor walked in, unan- 
nounced, and sat down at the opposite side of the 
hearth. 

" The evenings are still cold," said he. " I am 
glad you have a fire." 

" They are very cold," I replied, throwing on a 
couple of pine cones, which blazed up immediately 
in a wayering pyramid of flame. 

^^That's cheerful," said the Professor, approv- 
ingly. 
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" So cheerful that I only wish it were possible 
to bear it aU through the summer. There is real 
companionship in a fire." 

" You are lonely here V* 

" Sometimes." 

He stirred uneasily in Ms cBair, and stared at 
the fye. 

" I am not more lonely," I said, after a long 
pause, " than I should be elsewhere. You must 
not suppose, kind friend, that I da not like the 
place" 

" That*8 well," he said ; and sighed. 

And then we were both silent again. 

" ßome is a melancholy place," he observed, after 
some five minutes' interval. 

" I am not sure that I think so. It is melan- 
choly, perhaps, to the heavy-hearted, in the sense 
that all visible history is melancholy; but to those 
who are happy, it is one of the most charming 
places in the world." 

The Professor looked up, diarply. 

" Your definition ?" said he. 

"Ofwhatr 

^^ Of * visible history.* What do you mean by 
it? Ruins, monuments, records of past genera- 
tions?" 

" Yes, precisely." 

" Humph 1 And do you suppose that a pair of 
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honeymoon lovers would find the Appian Way a 
Hvely place of resort ?" 

" We were speaking of Rome, Herr Professor. 
Not of the road from Rome to Heaven." 

'^A pretty idea," said he, smiling; "but of 
doubtful application. Not many of those old 
Romans, I fancy, went to Heaven. Quit^ the 
reverse." 

And then the conversation dropped again. 

" I — ^I must go, meine Schülerinn^^ he said, by 
and by. 

^' Not tili I have made you a cup of coflFee I" 

He shook his head. 

" That's not what I mean. I must go back to 
Germany." 

"Alas! when?" 

" The day after to-morrow ; or — or, perhaps, to- 
morrow." 

" So soon ?" 

" Aye, so soon." 

" How much more lonely it will be when you are 
gone !" I Said, sadly. 

He stared gloomily at the fire, and made no 
reply. 

" You — ^you will sometimes take the trouble to 
write to me, mein Professor?" 

" Aye — surely." 

Another long silence. 
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" I have one favour to beg f roin you," I began^ 
at length. ^* That is to say, one more favour, in 
addition to so many," 

" You have only to name it, child," said he, still 
with the same intent look. 

"Then I — ^I want you to promise me some- 
thing." 

*^ I promise. What is it f " 

^^ To keep my name, my place of residence, my 
very existence secret. To deliver over to no living 
soul the key of my seclusion. To deny me, if 
need be, to my own father." 

He looked up with a startled äash in his eyes. 

"To your own fatherl" he exclaimed. 

"To my own father — ^my own sister — all who 
ever knew me. To— to Mr. Farquhar, if he should 
visit ZoUenstrasse again." 

"Mr. Farquhar?" said he, quickly. ^^The rieh 
Englishman who " 

" The same. Do you promise this f " 

"I have promised," he replied, sinking back 
into his former attitude. 

**Why I desire it,*' I continued, falteringly, 
** is — ^is of no consequence to anyone but myself . 
I am not happy. I look back npon a very dreary 
past, and f orward to a very dreary f utare. My 
only prayer now is f or solitude. Let me be dead 
to all the world exceptyoorself — dead, and buried." 
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" Be it so/' he said. " I will keep your secret 
faithfiüly." 

" And — ^you are not vexed that I withhold my 
motive f rom you V* 

" Not in the least." 

I put out my band to him in silent thanks. He 
took it ; held it loosely for a moment, as if he did 
not quite know what he onght to do with it ; and 
then dropped it. 

" Do you really think you shall miss me ?" he 
Said, after another pause. 

" Oan you ask the question ?" 

"Tm but an old bear." 

" You are the best f riend — the only friend, I 
have." 

^^ I would stay if I could," he continued, pulling 
contemplatively at bis moustache. " If I gave up 
the Art-directorship and settled here in Korne, I 
might, perhaps, manage it.'^ 

" Gave up the Art-directorship r I repeated, 
with incredulous amazement. " You cannot be 
serious 1^ 

" Humph I the Art-directorship is more honour 
than profit, and more plague than either. The 
salary is only twelve hundred florins a year." 

"But the Academy — the Grand Duke — what 
would they do without you? How could you 
endure to live out of Germany?" 
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"I shoold do more for my own fame," said 
he. 

*^ Trae — you would paint more pictures." 

** And I »hould not be leaving you alone here in 
Eome." 

" For heaven's safee, pnt that thought aside I If 
you take such an important »tep, my dear friend, 
let it be in consideration of your own prosperity 
and happiness only." 

" As f ar as my prosperity is concemed, I should 
do well enoughy no doubt. Whenever I have 
time to paint a picture^ it sells at once. Besides, I 
have a little money put by. Then as for my 
happiness^ I — ^why, the f aet is, meine Schülerinriy 
I'm just as lonely as yourself, and — ^and I have no 
ties — ^and .... why do you suppose I took you the 
otherdayto Tivoli?'* 

" To give me pleasure, I am sure ; though I fear 
you could ill spare the time.'^ 

"Notabitofit.^ 

" Well, then, to give yourself pleasure.*' 

" Not a bit of it.^ 

" Oh, in that case I give up guessing.'' 

" To— to ask you a question, gnädige Fräulein.^ 

" A question ? Nay, you are jesting." 

He shook bis head, and sat tugging at his 
moustache as if he meant to puU it off. 

" Fm seriousj'* said he. 
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" But wliat question ?" 

*^ One that I hadn't courage to put to you, after 
all, Can't you guess it ?** 

^^ Not in the very least ; but if it be anything 
that I can do for you — anything in this wide 
World, no matter how difficult, or . . • ." 

" No, no, no — nothing of the kind. Bah 1 what 
a f ool I am !" 

" But why do you hesitate 1" 

^*Because — ^because something teils me that I 
had better hold my tongue. And yet .... I hate 
the thought of your toiling here year after year, 
with no one to work for you, or watch over you. 
You're young, and you're poor, and you're — you're 
pretty ; and the world will come hard to you in 
many waya that youVe not yet thought of. You 
want some one to take care of you. Fm — Fm a 
disagreeable old fellow — ^rough and grufif, and 
tough as a bear ; but .... will you marry me f " 

Marry him ! Marry the Professor ! Were my 
senses deceiving me ? 

*^I — I don't expect you to love me," he wcnt 
on, hastily. ^^ I know that isn't possible. I quite 
tinderstand that your heart is buried with the 
husband you have lost. But if you can esteem 
me, take me for what I am, and put up with my 
companionship for life, why — ^just say so at 
once, and let us make an end of the matter.'* 
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"If I thought that you loved me, my kind 
f riend/' I began, " and if . . . ." 

" I do love you," interrupted he, with his eyes 
still fixed unwaveringly upon the fire. 

"Yes, I know you do, as a dear friend ; but if 
I thought you loved me as a lover . . . ." • 

" Well ? If you thought I loved you as a lover 
— what then ?" 

^^ Then I should have one more bitter grief to 
bear ; because I could never be your wif e." 

*' I expected this," he muttered, more to himself 
than me. 

" I cannot teil you why. It makes part of my 
unhappy secret ; but . . . /' 

" But I know why," said he, with an impatient 
movement. ^^ Because I am old, and grey, and 

" Bef ore heaven, no 1" 

He shook his head. 

" Do you not believe me ?" 

"I don't believe that the Beauty would ever 
have loved the Beast, if he had not tumed into a 
handsome prince at last." 

" Alas I you did not ask me f or love, two minutes 
since. You asked only for my band, and my 
esteem. My esteem you know you have — nay, 
more; my wärmest gratitude — ^my friendliest 
afifection." 
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" Then why 

^ Do not ask me why ! Is it not enough if I 
say that it is impossible ?" 

*^ Oh, it is quite enough," he replied, bitterly. 

I Started up, stung by his incredulity, 
• " Ungenerous 1" I exclaimed. ^^ Ungenerous 
and unkind! Know, then, if you loiU know it, 
that I am no widow. He whom I wedded, lives. 
He deceived me — ^I fled f rom him« I have neither 
band nor heart to give. Now you know all. Are 
you satisfied ?" 

He looked up, f or the first time ; and his eyes 
met mine. He rose. 

" I beg your pardon," he said, so sof tly that hi« 
breath seemed to tremble, and not his voice. " I 
beg your pardon« I was greatly in the wrong," 

" You were, indeed !" 

" You will f orgive me bef ore I go ? You will 
shake hands with me f " 

I put out my band, somewhat reluctantly. He 
took it between both bis owii. They were damp, 
and cold, and trembled palpably. 

" Good-bye," he said. 

" Good-bye." 

He went towards the door, paused half way, 
and stood irresolute. 

" We part friends, surelyf" he'asked, almost in 
a whisper. 
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" Friends ! " I repeated, the last shade of vexa- 
tion vanishing in an instant. "The best and 
tniest friends in all the worid. Never doubt it, 
while we both live !" 

"Thank you," he said; and moved a step 
farther. 

"And you will not leave Rome to-morrow? 
You will come and see me again ?" 

" Well — I will not leave Rome to-morrow," he 
replied, after a moment's hesitation. 

There was something stränge in his manner; 
something that I could not entirely understand. 

'* You would not, surely, be here another whole 
day without seeing me I" I persisted. 

He put his hand to his brow, as if in pain. 

" No, no," he said. " I will not be in Rome 
another day without seeing you. Good-bye — God 
bless you." 

He made but one step to the threshold — looked 
back with a face, oh, so pale I — moved his lips with- 
out uttering any sound ; and was gone. 

I listened to his footsteps going down the stairs, 
and then went back to my seat by the fire. His 
empty chair stood opposite. The pine-cones had 
long since burnt to ashes, and my little room 
looked lonelier than ever. I sat with clasped 
hands, sadly thinking. 

" Alas !" I said to myself . " Is this to cost me 
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the only friend I had ? Shall we ever be the same 
again ? Will not something, hencef orth, be gone 
from OUT friendship — something from the pleasant 
tenour of our intercourse I Poor as I was bef ore 
this night, am I now poorer stillt God grant 
that it may not be so. He did not love me. It is 
not possible that he should love me 1 Seeing me 
so desolate, he generously sought the right to pro- 
tect me. Good, chivalrous, gentle heart I He 
knows now that that right can never be his ; and 
he knows it without ofFence to his pride, or pain to 
his friendship. Then why can we not meet to- 
morrow, as if this interview had never been f If, 
indeed, he had really loved me . . . . but he did 
not. No, he certainly did not love me I" 

Having reasoned myself into this persuasion, I 
altemately reproached myself for the anger into 
which I had been betrayed, and consoled myself 
by thinking of all that I would say to him on the 
morrow, before parting. In the midst of my 
reverie, Goody came in with the coffee. 

" My blessed lamb," said she, looking strangely 
disturbed ; " nothing's the matter, is there f Just 
teil me if anjrthing's the matter, my deary V 

" No — ^that is to say, not mach. Why do yon 
askr 

"Because — ^because, my dear lamb, it's given 
me such a tum, that Tm all of a tremble.'^ 
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" What has given you a turn ?" I asked, quickly. 
" Is anything wrong ?" 

"I — ^I don't knowy my deary. I suppose so; 
eise why should he be taking on like that ?" 

«Hei Who! The Professor?" 

"To be sure, deary. Who eise? Then, you 
See, I didn't know him at first, Coming upon him m 
the dark, at the foot of the stairease." 

« When was this ?" 

" Not two minutes ago, as I was bringing in the 
sugar f or your coffee, darling." 

"Not two minutes ago?" I repeated, going 
tqwards the door, " Then he is there still !" 

"No, no, my lamb; he's far enough by this 
time. He just puUed his hat over his eyes and 
ran away like a madman, when he saw me." 

"But what was he doing, Qoody?" 

" Doing, my deary ? Just leaning his poor head 
down upon the banisters, and sobbing fit to break 
his heart." 

My own heart sank within me. I tumed cold 
from head to foot. Oh, was it love, then, after 
all? 

The next moming I f ound a note on my break- 
f ast table, containing these words : — 

" By the time this reaches you, I shall be many 
leagues away. I keep my word, I do not leave 
Kome * to-morrow ;' I leave to-night, by the Courier. 

VOL. III. N 
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I feel that it is best, Idonotwish to see you 
again, tili this dream has become a painless memory. 
I did love you. I do love you. It is the first, 
last, only love of my lif e. Let this truth excuse 
my presumption, and be then forgotten. To love 
you is now a crime, to be lived down and expiated. 
When I feel that I have conquered, and dare 
dwell in your presence again, I will retum to Borne 
and watch over you tili I die. I have left a 
balance of a few hundred scudi at Pakenham's 
bank, which I entreat you to borrow if you need 
money. I have entered it in your name, to save 
trouble; and you shall pay it back by and by, 
when you are prosperous. God bless you I " 



179 



CHAPTER Xn. 

THE SECRET THAT GAME WITH THE SUMMER. 

** May bien vestu d'habit reverdissant 
. Sem^ de fleurs." — Francois I. 

The spring came ; the languid, fragrant, joyous 
Italian spring, all sunshine and perfume, and sing- 
ing of birds, and blossoming of flowers. The 
Easter festivals were past, and the strangers dis- 
persed and gone, The snow faded suddenly from 
the summit of Soracte. The Colosseum hung out 
its banners of f resh green. The Campagna glowed 
under the midday sun, like a Persian carpet — one 
wüdemess of poppies and harebells, buttercups, 
daisies, wild convolvuli, and purple hyacinths« 
Every crumbling ruin burst into blossom, like a 
garden. Every cultivated patch T^-ithin the city 

n2 
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walls ran over, as it were, spontaneously, with the 
delicious products of the spring. Eveiy stall at 
the shady comer of eveiy quiet piazza was piled 
high with early f niits ; and the flower girls sat all 
day long on the steps of the Trinitä de' Monti, 
Even the sullen pnlses of the Tiber seemed stirred 
bv a more genial current, as they eddied round the 
broken piers of the Ponte Rotto. Even the 
solemn sepulchres of the Appian Way put forth 
long f eathery grasses f rom each mouldering cranny, 
and the wild eglantine Struck root among the 
shattered ums of the road-side columbarium. 
Now, too, the transparent nights, all spangled with 
fire-flies, were even more balmy than the days. 
And now the moon shone down on troops of 
field-labourers encamped under the open sky 
against the city walls ; and the nightingales sang 
as if inspired, among the shadowy cypresses of the 
Protestant burial-ground. 

A happy, gentle time, fruitful in promise and 
tender in peace ! — a gracipus time, füll of bahn for 
wounded hearts, and hope- for troubled souls — ^a 
time when the weariest sufferer was for a moment 
at rest, and the bitterest questions were hushed on 
the lips of the despairingl A blessed, blessed 
time, never to be recalled without tears of prayer 
and thanksgiving ! 

It had been first a doubt — then a hope — ^now a 
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certainty. It had haunted me for montfas, by day 
and night, at my work, and in my dreams. It 
had flashed upon me, quite suddenly, when I 
was not alone, making my heart beat, and my 
cheek vary f rom pale to erimson. It had waked 
me, over and over again, in the dead waste and 
middle of the night, f orbidding sleep f rom my eyes, 
and conjuring before me such visions of possible 
joy that I scarcely dared to let my thonghts dwell 
on them. I remember how I used to lie in bed 
in the darkness, with closed eyes and folded hands, 
centering all my being in the one supreme act of 
prayer ; and how I sometimes broke down imder 
an overwhehning sense of my own weakness, and 
wept tili I feil asleep. 

And now it was certainty — a wonderful, en- 
rapturing, bewildering certainty; and the world 
was suddenly transfigured; and I walked npon 
roses ; and the air I breathed was liquid sunshine ! 

It was my secret. I was a miser, and I kept it 
to myself . I loved to be alone, that I might exult 
in it, and dwell upon it, and repeat it a hundred 
times, and again a hundred times, and find fresh 
music in the words at every utterance ! I could 
not work when the knowledge first became mine. 
I went daily to the Sciarra Palace ; took my usual 
seat ; mixed the colours on the palate ; and then 
sat idle, lost in delicious dreams. As the day 
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advanced, I generally gave up the useless effort, 
and wandered out to some quiet place where I could 
sit in the shade of trees and dream again. Thus 
for several days in succession,Ihaunted the secluded 
aUeys of the Quirinal Gardens, and the ruins of 
the Baths of Oaracalla ; sometimes roaming rest- 
lessly to and fro, but oftenest sitting still, in a 
kind of passive ecstasy, wondering how the world 
had suddenly become so beautiful. Nothing now 
seemed as it was before. A little while ago, and 
day f oUowed day mechanically ; and the sun shone, 
or the rain feil, and I heeded not ; and the flowers 
blossomed by the wayside, and I passed them un- 
observant. Now I saw everything, as if for the 
first time ; and drank in delight f rom each sight and 
sound of spring. 

And all this arose out of my secret ; and that 
secret — ah ! that priceless secret lay close, close to 
my heart, doubling each f ond pulsation in a tender, 
mysterious harmony ; blending lif e with lif e, and 
love with love, and irradiating all the future with 
a light direct from heaven. My child — dear God! 
how the words thrilled my very brain, when I whis- 
pered them sof tly to myself I Was there ever such 
melody in words before ? Was there ever such 
consolation ? Was there ever such wealth ? Only 
those who have lived with nothing to live for, only 
those who have worked with nothing to work for, 
can teil what my secret was to me. 
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It inf ormed every thought, and influenced every 
act of my daily life. It revived the ambition of 
art which had so long been dead within me. It 
awakened the sense of beauty which had so long 
lain dormant. It created a new interest in every 
earth-bom thing, inanimate or animate, and linked 
it with a thousand happy projects. I couldnot see 
the wUd flowers in the grass without thinking how 
sweet it would be, by and by, to gather them f or 
tiny hands to play with. I conld not hear the 
lark's song overhead without some fancy of how I 
might train that baby ear to love sweet sounds, and 
all God's happy creatures. I even overleaped the 
chasm of years, and, sitting among the ponderous 
arches of the ancient baths, planned how I wonld 
study the history and language of this vanished 
people, and teach them to my child amid the scenes 
of their greatness. 

Thus, building my f airy Castles in the air, the 
sunny hours went by, and evening came, and I 
went home through the dusky streets with heaven 
in my heart. Sometimes I tumed aside for a few 
moments, to enter the open door of some church 
and listen to the chanting. I remember that even 
the tawdry images of the Virgin and Child at the 
comers of the public thoroughf ares touched me now 
with something of a poetical significance which 
they had never possessed bef ore. 
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I always went home, at this time, with reluc- 
tance. I was in love with solitude^ and^ egotist 
that I was ! grew impatient of dear old Good/s 
harmless prattle. Ah, how unwilling I was to 
share my secret with her I How I put it off f rom 
day to day, and dreaded lest.she should discover it 
f or herseif 1 

Hencef orth I was to be no more alone. Hence- 
forth, the highest and höhest of all earthly love, 
and the tenderest of all earthly companionship, was 
to be mine. This thought was my crowning hap- 
piness — ^not a whoUy unalloyed and unshadowed 
happiness, even then; for how could I, even in the 
first flush of my new joy, forget that my child 
must enter lif e legally dishonoured, and never know 
the f ather f rom whom its being came t Alas ! the 
f ather — the f ather whom I still loved so dearly — 
whose Portrait I should look for, presently, in a 
baby face — ^whose tone I should by and by listen 
for in a baby voice — ^whom I must try to love 
hencef orward as a mere memory, dead, and f or- 
given, and passed away. 

And this was my secret that came with the sum- 
men 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



AN OLD FRIEND. 



'^ I have had playmates, I have had companions 
In my days of childhood, in my joyful school-days." 

C. Lamb. 

The Summer went by in work, and hope, and 
tender expectation. My task finished at the 
Sciarra Palace, I found myself "passiug rieh," 
with a capital of two hundred scudi, and a f resh 
commission. This time it was a cabinet painting 
by Giulio Romano, and the original was entrusted 
to my care, to copy at home« I now made myself 
a little studio by partitioning off half my sitting^ 
room, with a large f olding screen ; and used to 
paint there all day long, close against the pardy- 
darkened window, with the warm orange-scented 



186 barbaba's histort. 

air creeping in from the gardens beyond. Here 
Goody would sit by with her needle-work, or chat 
to me from the other side of the screen while sbe 
prepared our modest dinner; and on the outer 
loggia we loitered many an hour af ter dusk, watch- 
ing the fire-flies circling to and fro, and whispering 
to each other of the guest to come. As the later 
heats drew on, a silence feil upon the Koman 
streets, and all who could afford to leave the city 
emigrated to the sea-side or the mountains. But I 
had no desire to f oUow the general example, and no 
means ; unless by borrowing from the Professor^» 
fund, to which nothing short of necessity should 
have eompelled me. I loved Rome best in its 
season of solitude ; and, less f earf ul of recognition 
than at other times, ventured occasionally into the 
pubhc gardens and galleries, and sometimes in- 
dulged myself with an aftemoon among the deli- 
cious glades of the Borghese grounds. 

Thus July and August passed, and September 
came with rumours of the vintage on the hüls — 
September, so füll of hope, and promise ; so rieh 
in giving ; so long in Coming ; so welcome at last ! 

The Professor wrote seldom, and very briefly. 
Early in September, while the hope of which he 
knew nothing was yet» unfulfüiled, I received a 
letter from him which inf ormed me that my old 
friend and school-companion, Ida Saxe, was on 
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her way to Borne. Promoted to the sub-professor- 
ship which I had left vacant, and having been 
twice successful in competition for the medal, she 
had now received a small grant f rom the Academic 
fund, to enable her to prosecute her studies in 
Italy. "She has abeady spent some weeks in 
Florence," wrote Professor Metz ; " and by the 
time you receive my letter, will probably have 
arrived in Borne. You can learn her address, if 
you choose, at the Hotel Minerva. I do not ask 
you to seek her. I have kept your secret f aith- 
f ully, and it is for yourself to judge whether you 
wiU in this case depart from your prescribed line 
of conduct. If I might advise you, I should say 
^ Go to her.' A Student in Borne, like yourself, 
traversing the same streets, frequenting the same 
galleries, and devoted to the same pursuits, it is 
impossible that she should not, some day, encoun- 
ter you. It is not likely that she will stay less 
than three years ; and it is most unlikely that for 
three years you can succeed in avoiding her. If, 
however, you pref er removing to Florence, by all 
means do so. I can give you an introduction to a 
dealer on the Lung* Arno, and may venture, I 
think, to promise that you will do as well there as 
in Bome. I shall be glad to know your decision 
by an early post. Ever yours, &c., &c." 
My decision was speedily made. I put my work. 
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aside; and, having first looked at a large, airy 
upper-room for which my landlady required a 
tenant, went at once to the Albergo della Minerva, 
and inquired if the Signora Saxe had arrived. 

" Si, signora, by the Siena diligence, about an 
hour ago," replied the waiter ; and showed me up 
four flights of stairs, to a little gloomy room 
against the roof, where 1 found her sitting in the 
midst of her boxes, pale, weary, and disconsolate. 

"Ida," I Said, lifting my veil. '^Do you re- 
member me I" 

She rose, looked at me, hesitated, changed 
colour, and then, with a cry of surprise and joy, 
sprang into my arms. 

" Barbara r she exciaimed. ^^ Meine geliebte 
Barbara I Is it really, really thyself ?" 

And with this she wept and laughed, and kissed 
me over and over again, and could scarcely believe 
that it was not all a dream. 

" Ah, what years have gone by 1" she said, pre- 
sently, as we sat band in band. "What long, 
long years 1 I never thoaght to see you again, 
Barbara. We heard that you had married ; but 
we knew not even your name. Why did you 
never vmtel TVhy did you never come to see us 
again? Alas! you forgot us — ^you forgot your 
poor Ida, who loved you so dearly, and whose easel 
stood beside your own for so many years 1 Are 
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you living in Borne f Is your hosband a painter ? 
How did you know I was here? Who told you ? 
How good of you to come so soon ! I have not 
been here an hour, and I was so lonely !" 

To which I replied — 

^^ Meine liebe Ida, you ask more questions in a 
breath than I can answer in a day. Teil me first 
what your plans are." 

"Plans?'* Said she. "I have none, except to 
study hard." 

"But where do you propose to live?" 

" I have no idea." 

« Have you no f riends in Kome ?" 

" I thought not, an hour ago." 

" Would you like to live with me ? My padroTia 
has a room to let, and . . . ." 

" What happiness I I would rather live with 
you than with anyone in the world." 

" Then I can assure you, my darling, that you 
are the only person in the world whom I would 
take to live with me. Your boxes, I see, are not 
even uncorded ; so, if you please, we will send f or 
a vettura, and go at once." 

"But your husband — ^are you sure that he will 
be pleased to — ^to have a stranger ....** 

"My husband, dear, is not in Eome, and 1 have 
but my own pleasure to consult in taking you to 
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my home. Are you too tired to go with me 
now I" 

"Tired? The sight of your face has banished 
all my fatigue. How fax have We to go ?" 

" About half a mile. If you pref er to walk, we 
can send the luggage by a/accAfm>." 

"I would much rather walk, if — if you . . . ." 

" It will not fatigue me," I replied, hastily. " I 
walk out every day at this time, when the dusk is 
Coming on, and the heat of the aftemoon is past. 
It will do me good to stroll quietly homewards 
through this sweet evening air." 

So we groped our way down the four dark 
flights of stairs, and, having left the necessaiy 
directions, emerged into the piazza at the back of 
the Pantheon. 

"And this is Komel" said Ida, as we went 
along. " And this the Pantheon, where Kaffaelle 
lies buried ! And this Barbara, whom I thought 
I had lost f or ever ! I f eel as if I must wake pre- 
sently, and find myself in my own little dormitory 
at Zollenstrasse-am-Main. Tell'me, Barbara^ am 
I really awake ?" 

" Indeed, I believe so," I replied, smiling. " But 
I cannot prove it." 

"It is not in the least like the Bome of my 
dreams," continued she. " I was not prepared f oi* 
shops, and cabs, and modern streets like these. I 
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had pictured a sort of Palmyra — ^a wildemess of 
majestic ruins in the midst of the Campagna, with 
a kind of modern suburb, out of sight, where 
people lived^ and slept, and ate, and drank, like 
other common mortals. Mercy! what stränge 
creature is that^ with the raff and the striped 
stockings? He looks as if he had stepped out of 
ä medisBval German picture." 

" It is one of the Pope's Swiss Guard," I repKed, 
amused by her naive volubility. " And now we 
are in the Corso — the heart of modern Rome." 

^'How cheerful it is here!" said she; "how 
much f uller of hf e than Florence ! I have just 
come from Florence — ^I was there five weeks, in a 
gloomy boarding-house, in a still more gloomy 
Street. I was so miserable! I don't know what I 
should have done, if it had not been f or a dear, 
kind, disagreeable old English lady, who liked me, 
and took me out sometimes for a drive in the 
lovely country outside the walls. She was such a 
dear old lady. She contradicted everybody, and 
she hated everything foreign, and she made me 
laugh so! They all detested her in the boarding- 
house— except myself. At last she went away to 
join her niece in Pisa ; and then the place became 
so intolerable that I would stay no longer." 

"But the galleries and the churches — surely 
those delighted youf 
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" Delighted me ? They bewildered me. I wan* 
dered through them, like Aladdin in the garden of 
jewels. If I were to teil you how I feit when I 
first saw Michael Angelo's David standing out in 
the open air against the Ducal palace, or how I 
almost wept f or joy when I f oond myself in pre- 
sence of the Venus and the Fomarina, you would 
laugh at mel Was there ever such a painter^s 
Paradise as the üffiziit Do you remembdr the 
first long corridor, füll of reli^ous subjects of the 
early Tuscan school ? Do you remember all those 
sad-looking Madonnas, each with her head a little 
on one side ; and those stiff golden -haired angels, 
that hold up their hands in quaint adoration, never 
bending a finger ! Do you remember how wonder- 
fully the velvets and embroideries were painted? 
Do you remember the queer old medisßval saints 
in court dresses, looking so like Louis the Eleventh; 
the St. Johns and St. Stephens in red velvet shoes, 
and lewelled baldrics, and elaborate doublets, each 
with a golden plate of glory miraculousi; sus- 
pended an inch above his head?" 

^^Indeed I do; and the amazing landscapes in 
the background^ where tmcomf ortable red Castles 
are perched on inaccessible peaks of bright blue 
rock, and the world seems made of nothing but 
coral and carbonate of copper 1" 

^^ And then the Niobe, and the Madonna della 
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ßeggiola^ and the frescoes of Giotto . . . . is it not 
something to have lived for, when one has seen 
all these ? But there I one cannot take up one's 
abode in churches and galleries ; and Florence is 
a dreary place after three o'clock in the aftemoon! 
Every honse looks like a prison; and a pension 
füll of uncongenial strangers is worse than no 
Society at all. I often wished myself back at the 
College, in spite of the Kaffa^lles and Giottos. 
But you have not yet told me how you heard of 
my arrival in Eome T 

" By a letter which I received to-day from Pro- 
fessor Metz." 

"Professor Metz! Then he knew where you 
were, and . . . why, to be sure, he was in Korne a 
few months agol So, I suppose he met you and — 
how stupid of me not to have guessed that at first ! 
How Strange of him, never to teil us one word 
about you ! And by the by, liehey I do not yet 
know your married name. I know you only as 
my f ellow-student, Barbara Churchill." 

"Then you must know me now, dear Ida, as 
Barbara Carlyon," I replied. 

" Barbara Carlyonl What a pretty namel Ah, 
dear, I always thought you would marry the Herr 
Farquhar, and be a grand lady, ever so much 
richer and finer than our Grand Duchess. I am 
almost disappointed that you are Mrs. Carlyon, in- 

VOL. III. 
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stead. And now teil me something about your 
husband ; , . . . but you look vexed ! What have 
I Said!" 

" Nothing, dear — nothing, at least, that you 
could help, or I avoid. So — ^you like the name of 
Carlyon? It is one that has brought me much 
grief. We will not talk of my — my husband or 
myself^ dear, just at present. The subject is a 
painf ul one, and — and , . . • this is the Piazza di 
Spagna, and the church at the top of that noble 
flight of Steps is the Trinitä de' Monti. This is 
quite the English quarter of Rome. TJp yonder 
lies the French Academy. We have but a few 
yards farther to go now." 

Ida pressed my arm afifectionately, and made no 
reply-' Her joyous flow of talk was all checked, 
and I <3ould see that her kind heart was troubled. 
As we approached the corner of the Via della 
Oroce, we came upon a little crowd gathered round 
a Street singer, who was chanting some simple 
ballad to the accompaniment of a craeked guitar. 
The man's voice was deep and musical, and he 
wore a scarlet cap, and a long black beard, frosted 
here and there with silver. 

"What a picturesque fellowl" exelaimed Ida. 
" How I should like to make a study of his head^ 

" Then do so, by all means," I replied. " He 
would sit to you, no doubt; f or a few paula." 
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But she was shy, and would not speak before 
the bystanders ; so, after lingering a moment, we 
passed on. 

"It is Strange," I said, more to myself than her; 
" but I seem to have seen that face before — some- 
where — long ago — and yet there is something 
changed about it. When could it have been ? 
Andwherel" 

" Perhaps in a picture," suggested Ida. 

" Very likely. I daresay he has sat as a model 
many a time ; and yet .... well, Ida, this is the 
Vicolo d' Aliberti, and this little house with the 
green shutters is — home." 

Thus I took my old school-friend to dwell with 
me in my humble lodging in the Vicolo d' Aliberti, 
and made her welcome ; and by and by we had 
coffee together upon the loggia, and talked of old 
times tili the moon rose over the brow of the 
Pincio. Bat that very night the angels of life 
and death stood on my threshold ; and f or hours it 
seemed doubtf ul whether the Almighty One would 
send a soul to earth, or gather two to heaven. But 
as suffering came with the darkness, so came joy 
with the rising of the sun ; and as the moming 
llght poured in at the window, a little tender 
blossom of life was laid in my arms. 

02 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THE MODEL. 

*^ Ab mine own shadow was this child to me 
A second seif, f ar dearer and more fair, 
Wbich dothed in undissolving radiancy 
All those steep paths wbich languor and despair 
Of human things, had made so dark and bare/^ 

SH£LL£ir. 

My little living flower, so fair, so placid, so fra- 
gile ; to whom my love was providence, my lif e 
nourishment, my arms the world ! I adored him ; 
and he was mine — ^utterly mine. I was never 
weaxy of repeating this to myself , and whispering 
it upon his Ups between the kisses — ^those rose-leaf 
lips of which I was so jealous, that, when another 
mouth had touched them, I hastened to kiss the 
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stranger-kiss away^ and make them once more all 
my own. 

I was almost ashamed, at first, to let them see 
how I worshipped my idol. If he smiled in any 
face but mine, I was ready to weep with vexation. 
I never yielded him f rom my embrace without a 
secret pang. Only to lie and watch him as he 
slept on the pillow by my side was perfect content; 
but to lean above him when he waked — to meet 
the Wanderings of his tiny hands — ^to gaze down 
into the clear unconscious depths of his blue eyes, 
was ecstasy and joy unspeakable. Day by day I 
beheld the sweet mystery of his growth, and 
entered some f resh record upon the tablets of my 
memory. Day by day I watched the everlasting 
miracle of life unfolding itself for my adoration^ 
and delight, tili my heart ached with the fulness 
of its love, and every thonght became a poem, and 
evety act a prayer. Thus the first weeks went by, 
and each week my " wondei^flower^' bloomed into 
new loveliness and strength. His beauty at first 
was büt that angelic baby-beauty of perfect f air- 
ness and purity that almost seems to give con* 
firmation to the poet's theory of how " Heaven lies 
about US in our infancy;" but before the first 
month of his Uttle life was all lived out, there 
came a change which spoke to no heart, and was 
visible to no eyes but mine — a dawning of the 
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father in bis Infant face, which made him, if that 
could be, more beloved tban ever ; and yet tbriUed 
all my pleasure witb a sense of bitter pain. It 
was not always there. Wheh I looked for it, I 
conld seldom see it. It came and went in flashes ; 
an indefinable, inexplicable something, no sooner 
Seen tban yanished. 

In tbe meantime Ida bad become establisbed as 
part of onr little bousebold. Sbe t^ianted tbe 
large room npstairs; Goody acted as cook and 
general purveyor ; and we all tbree took our meals 
togetber witbout distinction of precedence, like 
King Artbur and bis kni^ts of tbe Round Table. 
For tbe first few weeks, Ida stayed almost con- 
stantly at bome, surrounding me witb k)ving cares^ 
and indifferent to all tbe wonders of Borne. I 
witb difficulty prevailed upon ber once or twice to 
go as f ar as St. Petei's^ or tbe Coliseum, or tbe 
little cburcb of tbe Cappucini, wbere Guido's 
masterpiece ligbts all tbe sordid cbancel, Hke a 
window opening to tbe sun ; but I could not prevail 
upon ber to visit tbe Vatican witbout me. Sbe 
bad promised berself, sbe said, not to see tbe 
Transfiguration, or tbe Scbool of Atbens, or tbe 
Communion of St. Jerome, or tbe Last Judgment, 
tili we looked upon tbem togetber ; and tbougb it 
were tbree montbs bence, sbe was determined to 
wait for me. From tbis resolution I could not 
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move her. Meanwhile, she occupied my little 
studio, and painted from whatever model she could 
find. Of these there were always plenty haunting 
about the comers of the Piazza di.Spagna, and the 
Steps of the Trinitä de' Monti — ^fierce brigands 
purchaseable at two pauls the hour ; Trasteverini 
Madonnas with little brown babies ; majestic patri- 
archs whose venerable heads were the common 
property of all the artists in Kome ; and Pifferari 
who were willin^, f or a consideration, to " pipe to 
the spirit ditties of no tone/' at the pleasure of the 
hirer. Better than all these, however, she one day 
chanced again upon the bearded guitar-singer of 
the Via della Croce, and brought him home in 
triumph. After a sitting of two hours, she dis- 
missed him with an appointment f or the following 
moming, and came to me with her sketch in her 
band, and her head füll of projects. 

^'See, Barbara," said she; '4t is but roughly 
laid in, yet what an effect already! He has a 
charming head — so refined, so melancholy! I 
have the greatest mind in the world to undertake a 
large picture at once, and make him my principal 
figure. It wonld do to send over to Zollenstrasse 
f or the competition next spring ; and if I do not 
secure this model while I can get him, I shall lose 
him altogether ; for he is going away, he teils me, 
before long. What think you of Galileo before 
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the Council of Inquisitors ; or Columbus laying his 
project bef ore Ferdinand and Isabella I Both are 
good sub jects ; and I have studies f or both in my 
portfolio. One is expected, you see, to do some- 
thing ambitious in Borne ; and — and if you 
do not think I should be venturing out of my 
depth . . . ." 

'' WTio dares nothing, achieves nothing," I re- 
plied, smiling. " Let me see your studies." 

She ran and f etched them, radiant with excite- 
ment. Both were unusually clever; but of the 
two, I preferred the Columbus. 

" And you really think I may venture to under- 
take it ?" said Ida, breathlessly, 

« I do, truly." 

" And my model f " 

"I do not see how you could have found a 
better. It is the face of one who has thought and 
suffered ; the very type of the contemplative, intel- 
lectual, heroic navigator. Strange I the more I look 
at it, the more familiär it seems. I am certain I 
have Seen that man somewhere — a long time ago." 

" I will run at onoe to DovizieUi's, and order the 
canvas," said Ida, and was gone in a moment. 

The model came again next moming at ten 
o'clock, and found Ida waiting for him with a 
canvas measuring six f eet by three. I was sitting 
out upon the loggia in a great lounge chair, enjoy- 
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ing the balmy October air and the shade of the 
fliekering yine-Ieaves that roof ed in the trellis oyer- 
head« An open book laj unread in my lap ; my 
babj siept in bis cradle at my f eet ; and Ooody 
sat opposite, catting beans f or dinner. 

« Buon giomo, fngnore;' said the model, taking 
off bis cap^ and bowing to each of usin succession. 

^' Bwm giomoy^ replied Ida. "I am going to 
put you in a large picture, amico; and I hope 
you will stay in Borne long enough to let me com- 
plete lt." 

^*I hope so, signora." 

*MIow soon shall you be leavingt" 

** I do not know, signora." 

" In six weeks, do you think ?" 

^^ I cannot teil, signora. It does not depend on 
myself ." 

"On what does it depend, thenl" asked Ida, 
somewhat impatiently. 

The model looked grave. 

"On God's will, signora," replied he, and came 
to the open window, outside which I was sitting. 

" Che beUo fanciidlo r he said, bending towards 
the cradle : ^^S la stw,^ signora ?" 

" Yes," I answered, with a flush of pride and 
pleasure. " He is my baby." 

" He is like a snow-drop," said the model, in bis 
musical Italian ; and sighed, and tumed away. 
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In that instant I recognised him* It was the 
ballad-singer of the forest of Vincennes. He 
looked older, and sadder, and wore a beard reachr 
ing midway to bis waist ; but I knew him, f or all 
that. The recognition came upon me like a shock, 
bringing with it a throngof associations. I closed 
my eyes, and the green woods were once more 
waving around me, and Hugh's warm kiss was 
glowing on my Ups. Then I remembered how 
I had Seen the same man a f ew weeks later in the 
Champs Elys6es, the very evening bef ore my wed- 
ding-day. My husband never explained bis wild 
conduct of that evening ; and tili this moment I 
had forgotten it as though it had never been. 
Ah, dolce tempo passato ! How much joy and 
how much sorrow had been mine, since then! 
The buming tears welled up, and dropged down, 
one by one. No one saw them. Ida had placed 
the model and begun her charcoal outline ; and 
Goody was busy with her household task. Pre- 
sently my boy woke, smiling, and tumed bis blue 
eyes to the light. I snatched him to my bosom, 
and* covered him with kisses. My poor boy, who 
would never know any parent's love but mine — 
who had not even the right to bear bis father's 
ancient name ! 

Her beans finished, Goody rose and went in, 
leaving me alone on the loggia. I plucked abunch 



barbaba's histort« iOd 

of yine leaves, and^ tuming somewhat aside that I 
might not be disturbed by the sight of the model, 
played with my baby tili the tears on my cheeks 
" took sunshine from bis eyes." A burst of mili- 
tary music presently filled the air, and I saw a 
file of bayonets scintillating above the level of the 
road wall leading np to the Pincio. The tiny 
creature in my lap laughed and moved its 
little arms. I fancied he was listening to the 
joyous clang, and my heart throbbed tumultuously, 
believing that in these indicatipns I beheld the 
first awakenings of the intelligent soul. 

Suddenly, in the very flush of my rapture, I 
heard a name that seemed to stop my pulses and 
my breathing, and freeze the smile upon my lips. 

" Capri." 

Sitting there like one stunned, I lost what imme- 
diately foUowed. The next words which bore 
meaning to my ear were spoken by Ida. 

"You are quite sure of what you teil me, 
amico ?" 

" CertOj certOy signoraP 

" How is it that you know so much aboiit the 
rigging of a vessel 1" 

" Signora, I have been a sailor." 

" But this is a Spanish galleon of more than three 
hundred years ago." 

" Fa nimtey signora. No vessel lying in port 



204 babbaba's histoby. 

woald be rigged llke that yessel in your pictore. 
It is impossible. Where did the signora see the 
ship whlch she has taken for her model ?" 

" In an old Spanish engraving." 

^^And was the ship at anchor alongside the 
quays?» 

" No ; the engraving represented a fleet of 
galleons at sea." 

^^ EccoUlI If the vessel were under way, the 
signora would be absolutely right ; but she may 
rely upon it that all these ropes would be slack, 
and these sails f orled^ in harbour. I beg the sig- 
nora's pardon for my boldness in naming it." 

"Pray do no such thing," said Ida. "I am 
sincerely obliged to you for your Information." 

And then they were both silent. 

He was Italian — ^he had been a sailor — ^he had 
spoken the name of Capri I He might, perhaps, 
know something of the history of Maddalena — ^he 
might be able to teil me something — to make many 
things clearer to me • • • Who could teil f It was 
not impossible. It was worth a trial. What 
should I do? To question him would be to teil 
Ida all that my pride had hitherto kept sealed in 
my own heart. Yet not to question him would be 
to abandon a chance that might never again pre- 
sent itself • While I was yet conf used and hesi- 
tatingy Ida spoke again. 
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" How long is it, amicoy^ said she, ** sinoe you 
hayegivenupthesear 

" About three years^ signora." 

^^ You find it more profitable, I suppose, to sit to 
artists as a model." 

^^ To be a model, signora, is not my caUing. I 
told the signora so, when she requested me to sit 
to her." 

" True ; I had forgotten it. You are a ballad- 
singer." 

" Yes, signora." 

" And why have you given up the sea for street- 
singing. Do you eam more money by it?" 

" On the contrary, signora. Where I eam two 
pauls by music, I could eam a scudo at sea." 

" Then why abandon the sea !" 

" Because — ^because I wished to see f oreign coun- 
tries, signora." 

^^ But a sailor sees f oreign countries." 

" E vero, signora ; but he only sees the ports. I 
wished to travel over land." 

" And where have you travelled, then !" asked 
Ida, evidently interested and amused. 

" To Paris and London, signora." 

« On f oot ?" 

" Always on f oot, signora, and singing for my 
daily bread." 

" How Singular ! And now, I suppose, having 
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Seen the world, you have come home toyournative 
country for the rest of your life?" 

" I know not, signora. The world is wide, and 
I have Seen very little of it ; and — and the purpose 
for which I travelled is yet unfulfiUed. But I am 
going home for the present." 

" Shall you go to sea again f " 

" Yes, signora ; I think so.'* 

" You Said you were a Neapolitan ?" 

" A native of Capri, signora." 

^^The inhabitants of those islands are mostly 
sailors, are they not?" 

" Sailors and fishermen, signora." 

" And you are a sailor," 

^^ I am both, signora. That is to say, I am a 
pilot between Naples and the Grecian Archipelago; 
and when I am at home for a week or two, I go 
out fishing like the others," 

I trembled — I tumed cold — I laid the child down 
in the cradle, and bent f orward with elasped hands 
and parted Ups. 

^ Are you married?" asked Ida presently, in the 
abstracted tone of one whose thoughts are more 
than half engaged elsewhere. 

"Yes, signora." 

" Did your wif e travel with you I" 

*^ Yes, signora." 

**IsshenowinEomel" 
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" No, signora, I sent her back to Oapri some 
weeks since^ in a saiiing vessel that was leaving 
Livomo." 

" You have no f amily, I supposel" 

^^ We had one child, signora," said the model, 
sadly ; " but he died three years agoa" 

" Poor things 1" exclaimed Ida, with ready 
sympathy. " That must have been a great sorrow 
f or you." 

" It was the will of the good God, signora," re- 
plied the model. 

" Did he die in inf ancy I" 

" No, signora. He lived to be ten years of age 
— such a fine, brave boy ! It was very hard to 
partfromhim." 

"Alas, how sadr 

^^ We took him to the best physician in Naples," 
continued the model, "and his mother made a 
pilgrimage to the shrine of our Lady of Loretto ; 
but it was of no avail. The band of God was 
upon him. The signora is very good to interest 
herseif in our sorrows." 

" I can only give you my sympathy, awico," 
said Ida. " I wish I could do more." 

"No one can do more," replied the model, with 
a sigh. 

" It is, however, some comf ort to talk now and 
then of one's troubles." 
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"I never talk of them, signora. I — ^I some- 
times wish I could. It is only the signora's great 
kindness and sympathy that have now led me to 
speak so freely." 

Again the conversation dropped. 

My a^itation had risen to agony. My thonghts 
leaped f rom f act to fact, comparing dates, weigh- 
ing possibilities, marshalling evidence, and uniting 
link to link, with a cleamess and rapidity that 
seemed independent of my own volition. Maddar- 
lena's eldest brother was a pilot in Neapolitan and 
Greek waters — he was married — ^his child was 
bom thirteen years ago, and Hugh was present at 
the baptism. Could all this be coincidence only ? 
Were they never going to speak again! What 
would be Said next ? What should I do, if they 
remained silent! Every moment of suspense 
seemed like an hour. 

At length Ida resumed the subject. 

" You have only led this wandering lif e, then, 
since you lost your boy ?" said she. 

" That is all, signora." 

^^Ah, I understand. You travelled to forget 
your grief ." 

He made no reply 

'^And shall you now go back to your old 
home ?" 

" Yes, signora." 
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*^ Will not that be very sad f or you !" 

"/SJ, signora; ma che faref It was my 
father^s house. His children were bom there, and 
beneath its roof he and our mother died. It is sad, 
bat it is sacred. We islanders do not abandon our 
homes because our loved ones are gone." 

" Who has taken care of the place for you all 
this time ?" 

"No one, signora. It is locked up, and the 
priest has the key. Our neighbours will not 
suffer the garden to fall to min ; and there are no 
robbers in the island. We shall find everything 
as we lef t it." 

^'But you spoke just now of your father's 
family. Have you no brothers or sisters to 
welcome you back ?" 

The model shook his head. 

" I had one brother, signora," said he ; " but he 
has been dead many years. He was drowned at 
sea." 

" Alas ! — ^and no sisters ?" 

" I — ^I have neither f ather nor mother, brother 
nor sister," replied the model, gloomily. "My 
wife and I are alone in the world together." 

I rose up— sat down again— shuddered from 
head to foot. Every word that he spoke added 
confirmation to my suspicions. His very reserva- 
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tions were testimonies. He was Paolo — I hnew he 
was Paolo — the beloved brother of Maddalena^ 
whom Hugh had never seen ; whom he twice met, 
theref ore, without recognition. The one drowned 
at sea was the sollen Jacopo. But the wif e — ^the 
wife to whom I had given the five-franc piece that 
evening in the Champs Elys6es — Hugh had known 
her, and hence his agitation when the light feil on 
her face I I feit that I must question him, cost 
what It might I 

The next silence was interrupted by the modeL 

'' The signora is not Italian/' said he. 

" No," replied Ida, " I am Bavarian/' 

" Bavarian ?" repeated he. " I never heard of 
that nation." 

^' Bavaria is a part of Germany," said Ida. " A 
Bavarian is a German; as a Neapolitan is an 
Itaüan." 

" CapitOy signora^ replied he, thoughtf ully ; and 
then, after a pause, added, "I — ^I thought the 
signora might be English. There are so many 
English in Eome." 

" Yes, very many,*' rejoined Ida, absorbed in her 
work. " The head a little more towards the left 
Shoulder, if you please. No — ^that is too much — 
there — ^just so." 

^<The signora has, perhaps, been in England?" 
pursued the model. 
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" No, never — do not move, pray — ^why do you 
askr 

" Oh — it is of no consequence, signora." 

** My f riend here is English," said Ida, " and a 
Londoner." 

I could resist the Impulse no longer. 

*^ Ida !" I Said, " Ida, come here— come to me, 

She laid down her bnish, and came directly. 

" Ächy lieber Gott! how pale you are. What is 
the matter I" 

'* I want to speak to that man, Ida — ^alone " 

^^To the modelt " stammered she, amazed. 

"To the model, darling. I — ^I think I know 
something of his family — his private history. 
Will you stay here while I speak to him I " 

" I will go upstairs to my room, if you please." 

^* No need, liebe. Take care of baby while I am 
gone." 

And with this I went in, closing the window 
after me, and, taking Ida's seat, said — 

" I am English, amico, Can I do anything f or 
you? Have you any friends in my country about 
whom I can help you to inquire ?" 

He coloured up, and paused a moment bef ore 
repljring. 

*' Grazie, signora,'* he said. " I have a friend 
who — ^who went to England — who may be in 

p 2 
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England now, if she yet lives. Bat I have lost 
sight of her," 

" Was she a relaition f " 

^^ Yes, signora." 

" Your sister, perhaps ?" 

" Ye . , yes, signora," 

" Then it was in search of her, I suppose, that 
you undertook the joumey of which I heard yon 
speaking just now I" 

He bent his head somewhat relactantly, as if 
annoyed at having to confess it. 

^^ How long is it since she went to England ?" 

''I — ^I cannot teil, signora. I only know that 
she has been in England since she — ^left Capri." 

" How long is it, then, since she left Oaprit" 

"About thirteen years. But it is of no use, 
lady. You cannot help us, She is gone, and we 
shall never see her, or hear of her again." 

^^ You cannot teil. The lost sometimes re-appear 
when we least expect to find traces of them. How 
do you know that your sister has been in Eng- 
land r 

" She wrote to me, signora ; and the letter bore 
the English post-mark." 

"Did she give you no address!" 

« None." 

" How long since was this !" 

" About five years ago, signora." 
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*^ Why did she leave Oapri, and with whom t" 

^^Pardon, signora. Those questions I cannot 
answer." 

^^ Nay, how can I hope to help you, if you will 
not freely teil me all!" 

*^ I — I cannot, signora." 

I rose, and looked out f rom the loggia. Ida had 
"withdrawn to the f arthest comer with my bahy in 
her arms, and was playing with hun as if she 
were a child herseif. Satisfied that she heard 
nothingy I resumed my seat. 

" Listen," I said. " I once heard of a young 
girl — ^the sister of two sailors whose home was in 
the island of Capri — as it might be your sister, 
and your home. One of these brothers was mar- 
ried^ as you might be ; and the young sister, and 
the young wife, and the two brothers, all dwelt 
linder the same roof, and were one f amily. The 
eider brother was a pilot, as you say you were. 
He went to sea, and while he was at sea, his wife 
brought a little Infant into the world." 

The model lif ted his head sharply, and uttered 
a suppressed guttural exclamation» 

^ There came to Capri about this time," I con- 
tuined,«arichEngli«hgenüeinan. The young 
girl feil in love with him, and . . • ." 

" Ahy Dio 1 her name t Her name I" 

«Maddalena." 
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He sprang forward — he feil at my feet — ^he 
kissed the hem of my gannent 

" Signora — ^f or the love of God ! Where is she, 
dear signora, blessed signora, la sorellina mia — ^my 
sister, whom I have sought with bleeding feet and 
aching heart f Speak, signora, where is she !" 

^^Alas!" I Said, almost as much agitated as 
himself , '^ that I cannot teil you. I only know that 
she was living and well, a year ago ." 

"Did you see herl" 

" A f riend of mine who had seen her, told me 
her Story." 

" Was she unhappy ?" 

" No — ^she was melancholy ; very studions ; very 
quiet ; a student of many books." 

"And poor, signora?" 

" No, not poor." 

"And that maladetto Inglese — what of him! 
Had he abandoned her!" 

"Abandoned her? No — that could not be, 
She was his wife." 

"Hiswife?" 

" Yes — ^he married her." 

Paolo sprang to his feet, and laaghed bitterly. 

" Impossible," said he. " She was married 
already." 

My heart leaped up in my bosom — ^my whole 
being was flooded with a tide of inexpressible joy. 
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"Married already?" I repeated. "But — but 
perhaps a divorce . . . ." 

" No, no, no, signora. Our church knows no 
divorce. Besides, her husband is still living in 
Capri." 

I shaded my face with my band, lest it sbould 
betray me. I was dizzy with happiness. 

" No," continued Paolo, stemly. " He seduced 
her — ^he stole her away from a good man, and an 
honoTirable home. She might have been a happy 
woman now, but for him, with children's faces 
about her hearth." 

" But are you sure that he stole her away?" I 
faltered. 

" What does the signora mean ?" 

" I — ^I have heard that she fled to him of her 
own wül, for protection— that he found her hidden 
on board his vessel after he had put to sea ; and 
that, in short, she — ^threw herseif upon his 
mercy." 

Paolo Struck a heavy blow upon the table with 
his clenched fist. 

" I do not believe it," he said, violently. 

*^ I also heard that she abhorred the man to whom 
she was married." 

" I do not believe that either. I can understand 
that she did not love him. He was old — old 
enough to be her f ather ; but she need not have 
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mamed him. I would not believe it, signora, 
unless she told me so herseif." 

" And supposing that she did teil you so herseif!" 
" Then I should despise her." 
" Nay, you would f orgive and pity her." 
He paused, and passed his hand across bis 
brow, 

'^ Well — ^I suppose I should, signora," he said, 
slowly, " She was my darUng. She was like my 
own child. Our father, with his last breath, bade 
me love and cherish her, Yes, poor Maddalena-— * 
I should f orgive her, and pity her." 

" And— and you would f orgive him, too ?" 
" The Englishman 1" 
" Yes, the Englishman." 

" I took an oath that I would be revenged upon 
him," said Paolo. ^' We are not mere peasants^ 
signora. We are untaught, and we are poor ; but 
our father^s father could count back f or genera- 
tions, to the time when our name was noble, and 
half the island was ours. We prize our honour, 
signora, as jealously as if we were noble still ; and 
I swore to avenge our disgrace upon Maddalena's 
lover, if I ever met him, face to face." 
" But if the fault were hers I" 
" The disgrace is still ours, signora." 
^^ Then punish the one who brought it upon you 
— ^Maddalena herseif." 
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*^She 18 punished long since," replied Paolo, 
" Povercu Maddalena I" 

«But..." 

" But my oath, signora.'* 

" To keep that oath would be more wicked than 
to break it. Are you a Christian !" 

^' Signora, I am an Italian." 

" Enough/' I Said, rising in anger. " You shall 
never find your sister," 

"Signoral" 

^^ I know who that Englishman is. He is the 
dear friend of my friend, and I will notbetray him 
to your ignorant vengeance. I could have helped 
you. Now it is over. They shall be wamed 
of you ; and you will never see Maddalena's face 
again." 

He tumed pale, and the tears rose to his eyes. 

" Cava signora^^ he stammered, ^^perpietä . . ." 

I tumed to the window; but he caught my 
band. 

" I — ^I will promise what you please," he cried ; 
" if — ^if she conf esses that she fled to him unasked 
— ^I will f orego my oath — ^I will do anything, if you 
but give me Maddalena I" 

" I cannot give her to you," I said. " I can but 
cause inquiry to be made. I know no more where 
she is at this moment than yourself ." 

" Then will you inquire, signora 1" 
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" I do not know. How can I be snre that you 
will keep f aith with me ?" 

** I swear it, signora." 

" That is not enongh.'* 

He took a little metal cross from bis bosom, feil 
on bis knees, and kissed it devoutly. 

" By my belief in tbe mercy of God, and tbe in- 
tercession of tbe blessed motber of Cbrist ; by my 
bopes of f orgiveness in tbe world to come ; by my 
f aitb in tbe boly Saint Paolo, my patron saint ; 
and by tbe memory of my fatber and motber, wbose 
souls I trust are in beaven," 

Tbe solemnity witb wbich be uttered tbis pledge 
lef t no room f or doubt, 

" I believe you," I said ; " and I will do wbat I 
can. In tbe meantime, go back to Capri, and 
leave all in my bands. If any living soul can belp 
you to find your sister, I am tbat person. Be 
satisfied with tbis assurance, and be patient« It 
may be months bef ore I succeed in even bearing 
of her; for I can only use remote and circuitous 
means. But such means as I can command shall 
be employed. Tbis you may rely upon." 

He rose, and kissed my band. 

«I Wpray for you, signora, night and day," 
Said be. 

" Then we understand each other ?" 

"Wbolly, signora." 
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" And you consent to all my conditions ?" 

" All, and absolutely." 

I was about to open the window and recall Ida, 
when another thought occurred to me, and I pansed 
with my band upon tbe lock. 

" What was the name of this Englishman I" I 
asked. 

" Does not tbe signora know it ?" 

^* I can — ascertain it ; but it migbt save time if 
you could give it to me correctiy." 

" Alas I signora, I cannot. My brother and wif e 
called bim Signor Hngo ; but tbat was only bis 
baptismal name. His otber name was barsh and 
düHcult, and tbey could not remember it." 

" Well, we must try to do witbout it." 

" Stay, signora, I have tbis book — ^be lef t it at 
ourcottage, andtbereis writinginit. Ibavealways 
carried it about witb me, in tbe bope tbat it mi^t 
some day be of uße. See — ^bere are words in 
pencil !" 

It was a tiny volume of tbe Georgics of Virgil, 
bound in old stained vellum, witb tbe initials H. F. 
on tbe title-page, and a f ew explanatoiy notes in 
bis careless band, scrawled bere and tbere upon tbe 
margins. 

" Is tbis tbe only proof you bave ?" 

"Yes, signora." 

*^You bad better leave it with me. To one 
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who knew his writing, it might perhaps hdp to 
identify him ; bat , you are not even sure, I sup- 
pose, that it is his writing f 

" I believe it, signora ; but I cannot be sure." 

" Ebbenej we must have patience." 

" I have had patience f or so many years, sig- 
nora, that I can well be patient now, You have 
given me hope, gentilissima signora^ and I was 
weU-nigh despairing." 

**Hope, then, friend Paolo; and believe that 
I will do all I can to restore your lost sister to her 
home." 

" The saints bless and watch over you, signoral" 

I opened the window, recalled Ida, took my 
baby from her arms, and with a hasty kiss and a 
whispered " thanks, liebe^^ ran to my bedroom, and 
locked the door. There my first Impulse was to 
lay him down upon a sof a, f aU on my knees beside 
him, and cover him with kisses and tears of joy. 

No stain now upon his birth— no shame attiwhing 
to his innocent lif e — ^my boy, my darling, my own ! 
Some day he shall bear his ancient name — some 
day, though I may not live to see it, he shall hold 
his own under his ancestral roof, and keep up the 
olden dignity of Farquhar of Bropmhilll Oh, 
blessed, blessed certainty I What a bright world 
it had become within the short space of this last 
half hour ; and yet . • • • and yet the tears, the 
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f oolish, bot, rebellious tears kept raining down, ^ 
if I were not, even now, as happy as I ought 
to be. 

Were they tears of joy ? 

A difEcult question. They were not tears of 
florrow ; and yet there was sorrow in the joy, and 
bitter mingling witb tbe sweet, and sbadow with 
tbe sonshine. Possibly there may also have been 
something of self-questioning as to the past. At 
all events I wept, and could not stay f rom weeping. 
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OHAPTEE XV. 

THE TORSO OF THE BELVEDERE. 

How was I to keep my promise to Paolo ? 

This question "teased me out of thought;" 
haunted me by day, and troubled my sleep by 
night. If the disclosure of my real position towards 
my husband had beeu productive of great com- 
fort, it was also fruitful in anxieties. I had, in 
truth, undertaken a task which I knew not how 
to f ulfil. I had no one to counsel me ; no one to 
aid me. If I sought advice, I betrayed my secret. 
If I set inquiries on f oot by opening a correspon- 
dence with any of my f riends or f amily, I betrayed 
my incognito. My pride forbade that I should 
take any steps which might seem to pave the way 
towards a reconciliation with my husband. My 
poverty made it impossible that I should employ 
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expensive and secret means for the prosecution of 
such inquiries as were necessary. At the same 
time, I desired Maddalena's removal with a pas- 
sionate eagemess that only made the powerlessness 
of my Position doubly bitter. Tonnented by 
doubts, and wearied out by vain thinking, I sadly 
needed some wise friend upon whose judgment I 
could rest. My own passions were my only 
advisers ; and f rom such counsellors as pride, rö- 
sentment, jealousy, and wounded love, what 
temperate verdict could be expected to result? 
In this painf ul incertitude some weeks went by ; 
and still nothing was done. Anxiety began to teil 
upon me, and I grew daily paler and thinner. As 
for Paolo, I avoided him as though he were my 
creditor, and shrunk f rom his questioning face like 
a guilty creature. Alas 1 how — how was Ito keep 
my promise I 

About this time, when my boy was nearly three 
months old, and my perplexities were at their 
height, I fulfilled another promise, long-delayed, 
and weilt with Ida to the Vatican. We chose a 
private day, locked up our rooms, and took Goody 
with US to carry the baby. 

It was a delicious day, mild and sunny; the 
date, I think, the second of December ; the atmo- 
sphere May ; the sky a cloudless dome of infinite 
blue, softened by a tender haze that melted into 
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grey on the horizon. We crossed the courtyard, 
in which three or f our carriages were waiting, and 
began with the galleiy of inscriptions, and the 
Museo Chiaramonti ; neither of which possessed 
any attraction f or my impatient companion. Her 
desires were winged, and flew direct to the Trans- 
figuration, and the Stanze of Baffaelle« She 
longed to run, that she might be there the sooner. 
Thus we came to the vestibule of the Torso, and 
stood in presence of that grand fragment, the 
divine ideal of all physical power, which conf ers 
etemal glory upon the name of " Apollonius, son 
of Nestor of Athens." Here she forgot her im- 
patience, and wandered round and round the 
wondrous ruin, silent in admiration. Then we 
talked of Michael Angelo, and his worshipping 
study of it, and of all he said he owed to it through 
life. And then I told Ida of how, when he was 
old and blind, he used to cause himself to be led into 
the room where it stood, that he might pass his 
wise hands over it and feel the beauty that he 
could no longer see. 

" Cestjoliy^ said a grave voice, close by. 

^^ Qaeation de gout /" replied something rustling 
*past in silks and perfumes. 

« WeU I" ejaculated a third, " / call it f rightful 
rubbish, and I don't care who says to the con* 
trary." 
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^ I declare, Barbara, it's my dear disagreeable 
old lady of Pisa !" exclaimed Ida. 

But I had recognised her for myself aJready. 
Tuming involuntarily at the sound of those well- 
known accents, I found myself face to face with — 
Mrs. Sandyshaft. 

«Eh? What? MercyaJivel Hilda— Hüda, 
look here ! Bab, as I live and breathe 1" 

" My dear aunt !" 

" Dear aunt — dear aunt, indeed ! Dear fiddle- 
stick 1 There, what's the good of kissing, when 
you've — ^you've — ^yoaVe half broken my heart, you 
— somebody give me a smelling-bottle — ^I'm mak- 
ing a fool of myself." 

We both made fools of ourselves, if to laugh, 
cry, kiss, and speak, all in a breath, be the way to 
do lt. The truth was that we loved each other 
dearly ; hardly conscious of how much tili we were 
parted, and never demonstrating it unless under 
the influence of streng emotion. Now, however, 
we clung together as though we never meant to 
be parted again. 

" Well, Barbara," said Hilda, wiping away a 
natural tear or two, " I must say I am very glad 
to have you found at last ; but — ^but how could 
you do such a — such an excessively vulgär thing 
as to run away in this ridiculous manner ?" 

" Yes ; my Goodness Gracious, yes ! What on 

VOL. III. Q 
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earth made you run away, yoii little fool ?" gasped 
my aunt, wiping her eyes with one band, and 
holding me fast with the other. "Wliy, in 
heaven's name, have you made us all miserable for 
a whole twelvemonthl — costing us a fortune in 
advertisinfij, and wbat not ; and dragging me out 
of my comfortable bome into all manner of filtby, 
barbarous, uncivilized foreign countries, where 
soap and water^s an unknown luxury, and the beds 
mere sacks of fleas, if not worse I And at my 
time of life too! You ought tö be ashamed of 
yourself, and I hope you are ; and if you're not, 
you're worse than I took you to be I" 

At which moment, the Count de Chaumont, 
who had discreetly retired into the background, 
came f orward, solemnly polite as ever, and raising 
bis hat a quarter of an inch f rom bis head, said — 

" Madame^ Jai Hhonneur de votis saluerJ^ 

" I'U teil you wbat it is, Bab," said my aunt^ 
when the first shock of our meeting was somewbat 
over, " now I've caught you, I don't mean to lose 
sight of you. You must come bome with me to 
my liotel, and there I shall keep you ; and we'll 
go at once, too, and have our talk out ; for I must 
have the whole story of your vagabondizing, you 
little idiot, from beginning to end." 

*^But I have a friend with me," I began, 
^and " 
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" You must give your f riend her dismissal for 
to-day," intemipted my aunt, " and teil her you 
live in future at the Hotel d'Angleterre, where she 
may come to see you, if she likes." 

^* But we live in lodgings together . . . ." 

" Live in fiddlesticks together I Don't I teil 
you, child, you live with m^ ? I won't be contra- 
dicted. Where's your friend? Oh, I see — that 
young woman over yonder. Well, go and teil her 
that Fm your aunt, and Fve taken lawf ul posses- 
sion of you, and you're going home with me 
straightway." 

" If I do," Said I, desperately, '' I must bring 
the baby." 

"The WHAT ?" shrieked my aunt. 

«Thebaby." 

''Whosehahyr 

"Mine." 

My aunt said not another word, but deliberately 
sat down on an antique colossal foot near which 
she happened to be standing, and shut her eyes in 
silence. 

"This is too much," she said faintly, after a 
pause of several seconds. "I had not expected 
this of you, Bab. To — ^to run away was bad 
enough ; but to commit the additional f oUy of a 
baby . . . Ugh ! is the monster here?" 

q2 
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" He's not a monster I" I repKed, indignantly. 
" He's the most beautif ul baby you ever saw in 
your lif e !" 

" Bring bim here," said my aont^ still witb her 
eyes shut. 

I beckoned to Goody to come f orward. 

" Now look, if you please, aunt, and see if he 
deserves to be called a — ^what I cannot bring my 
Ups to call him again." 

" Is he there 1" 

"Yes." 

My aunt opened one eye cautiously ; then the 
other; stared at him, as if he were some stränge 
invention ; touched his cheek with the extreme tip 
of her f orefinger, as if she f eared he might explode 
like a grenade ; and said nothing. 

"Eeally, a very fine child," observed Hilda, 
patronizingly. " How old is he, dear I" 

" Nearly three months." 

" Madame^^ said the Count, sententionsly, " je 
vaus enfais mes complimentsJ^ 

But i^till my aunt said nothing. 

I feit piqued ; and, not caring to linger there 
f or her opinion on my darling, tumed away, and 
went over to wherc Ida was sitting quietly in a 
comer, waiting tili I should have time to remember 
her presence. A f ew words of explanation sufficed. 
We shook hands ; said f arewell f or the day ; and 
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— and behold, on tuming suddenly ronndy I caught 
my aimt in the veiy act of snrreptitiously kissing 
the baby, when she thought I was not looking I 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

MKS. SANDYSHAFT IN THE CHABACTEE OF A 

MEDIATOR. 

"And now," said my aunt, drawing her chair 
opposite to mine, and settUng herseif f or a thorough 
cross-examination ; "now that we are alone and 
quiet, be so good as to teil me, Bab, what you 
* think of yourself ?" 

Sitting there, face to face with Mrs. Sandyshaft, 
in that dreary private sitting-room of the Hotel 
d'Angleterre, with Goody and the baby banished 
to an adjoining bedroom, and a searching semi- 
judicial process Coming on, I feit myself fortified 
by an unwonted spirit of resistance, and made up 
my mind on no account to say what I did think of 
myself, whatever the provocation. 
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" In what way do you mean, my dear aunt ?" I 
asked, smiling. 

" In every way. As a niece, f or instance — as a 
daughter — as a wife. You did not suppose it 
would be very pleasant for me to have you run 
away, heaven only knew where, and be living, 
heaven only knew how — did you I You did not 
suppose your f ather would be particularly delighted 
to have a public scandal attaching to his daughter^s 
name — did you ? You did not suppose you were 
acting up to your maxriage vows, or doing much 
in the way of loving, honouring, and obeying 
your lawful husband, when you took it into your 
head to desert his roof — did you ? A pretty dance 
you have led all your friends, to be sure ; and 
a pretty goose you have made of yourself, into the 
bargain !" 

" My dear, dear aunt," I said, " that you should 
have missed me, and grieved for me, and sought 
for me — that you should have departed from the 
habits of a long life, surmounted the prejudices of 
years, and encountered all the discomf orts of f oreign 
travel for my sake . . . ." 

"Discomforts enough and to spare, goodness 
knows !" ejaculated my aunt, parenthetically. 

" — touches me to a degree that I hardly know 
how to express to you in words. It fiUs me with 
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so much gratitude — ^I might almost say, with so 
much remorse . . . ." 

" Aye, you may say it, indeed. Plenty of room 
f or it !" muttered my aunt. 

" — to think that any conduct of mine (how- 
ever justifiable on other groiinds) should have 
been the cause of all this pain to you, that I feel 
I can only offer you, in compensation, the devotion 
and companionship of my life. I will never leave 
you again, dear, if you care to have me 1" 

" Humph I" Said my aunt, sof tened, but dubious. 

<'As for my father," I continued, «his pride 
alone has suffered in my disappearance. He has 
loved me so little all my life, that I must confess 
I attach but trifling importance to any effect 
my conduct may have produced upon him." 

" Well, so f ar that's all well and good," replied 
my aunt, " but as for your husband . . . ." 

" As for Mr. Farquhar, aunt, you are, certainly, 
the last person by whom I should expect to be 
called to account in this question of Separa- 
tion." 

" And why so, pray ?" asked she, sharply. 

" Because you never liked him — ^at least, never 
since he became my husband." 

" Fve liked him a vast deal better, poor fellow ! 
since your misconduct towards him," said she, with 
a resolute shake of the head. 
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" And because you were so annoyed and disap- 
pointed, on leaming the choice I had made.'* 

"No reason why I should not wish you to con- 
duct yourself like a respectable married woman, 
when once you had made it !" 

" And because, whenever you found the oppor- 
tunity, you said everything in your power to un- 
settle my f aith in his stability, and my respect f or 
himself.*' 

" More f ool I !" said my aunt. " I ought to 
have known better." 

I did not contradict her. I hadcome to the end 
of my retort in all its clauses, and waited f or what 
she should say next. 

"And pray where have you been, these 
twelvemonths t" asked she, after a brief pause. 

« Here — ^in Kome." 

" Humph 1 and what have you been doingt" 

" Well, I had a brain-f ever, to begin with, and 
lay ill at Civita Vecchia f or several weeks. Since 
then, I have supported myself by copying the old 
masters." 

" Are you in debt t" 

" Not a f arthing .... stay ; I must not f orget 
that I owe my old servant fifty pounds, which 
were the savings of her whole lif e, and which she 
lent to me when we lef t .... Broomhill.*' 

" She shall have them back to-day," said Mrs. 
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Sandyshaft, promptly. " And now, ma'am, may 
I make so bold as to inquire what your name may 
have been all this time ; f or if it had been either 
Farquliar or Churcliill, I must have found you 
long since." 

" I have called myself Mrs. Carlyon." 

" Carlyon/' repeated she, musingly. " Carlyon 
.... Tm sure Tve heard the name somewhere. 
Bless you! I have had the passport books searched 
at all the principal ports, and the Lord knows 
what besides; but it was no good. Nobody 
could teil me anything about you; and here you 
tum up, at last, by chance ! Just like your peiv 
versity." 

"You would rather have hunted me down, I 
suppose, in fair chase," said I, with a laugh. 

"I would rather have had something fof my 
money," replied Mrs. Sandyshaft. " Why, Bab, 
you scamp, youVe cost me — well, never mind what 
youVe cost me. More than you're worth from 
head to foot, I can teil you. As for Hugh, he's 
spent hundreds in the search." 

"Indeedr 

" Indeed !" echoed my aunt, angrily, " You 
may curl up your Up, and drawl ' indeed' a^ superciU- 
ously as you please; but he's worth a dozen of you, 
for all that ! And youVe never once asked for 
himyet! You don't know whether he's alive or 
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dead, I suppose ? No — ^not you. He may be 
dead twice over, for aught you can teil." 

" He may be dead, my dear aunt," said I, af- 
f ecting a profound indifference ; " but I do not 
really see how he could possibly be so twice over." 

" We all die twice," replied she. " The first 
time is when we simply cease to be ; the second, 
when we are f orgotten." 

" Dear äunt," I exclaimed, " that is very well 
said !" 

" Well said, or ill said, it's nothing to the pur- 
pose," she retorted sharply. "You needn't trouble 
to compliment me. I don't value it one f arthing. 
I ralue good feeling, and common sense, and 
principle, a mighty deal more than compliments, I 
can teil you." 

" I hope," said I, tuming red and feeling some- 
what nettled, " that you do not think me wanting 
in either good feeling, or principle ?" 

" Indeed I do, though. A woman who runs away 
from her husband for no reasonable cause . . . ." 

"T beg your pardon. I had what seemed to 
me an absolutely reasonable cause." 

"Fiddlededee! you acted on mad Impulse. Eea- 
son had nothing whatever to do with it." 

" Again, I must beg your pardon . . . ." 

" You'd better beg your husband's pardon," in- 
terrupted my aunt. 
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"You cannot teil under what impressions I 
acted, or what provocation I received." 

" Then you're just wrong ; for I know all about 
it, f rom beginning to end." 

«How " 

" Hold your tongue, Bab, and TU teil you. The 
night you came home f rom Lord Bayham's ball, you 
overheard a conversation between your husband and 
— somebody eise. You interpreted what you heard 
according to your own notions. You asked for no 
explanations. You sought nobod/s advice. You 
' reasoned' about as much as a child that's fright- 
ened by a shadow. The consequence was that 
you acted like a f ool, and ran away. I dare say 
you thought it very fine, and heroic, and dramatic, 
and all that sort of thing. Nobody eise did ; that's 
one comf ort." 

" But how do you kaow that I overheard that 
conversation, and how can you teil what that con- 
versation was about I" 

" You goose, you dropped something down by 
the door at which you listened — some trinket or 
another, that was found there afterwards by the 
servants, and given to your husband. Of course, 
the mystery of your flight was at once explained* 
He remembered all that had been said, and guessed 
the wise conclusions to which you had jumped. It 
was as piain as a pikestaff." 
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" And then, I suppose, went to you with the 
Story of bis wrongs/' said I, bitterly. 

"He came to me," replied my aunt, very 
gravely, '^ believing that I knew where to find you 
— füll of regret f or all bis past f ollies, and of self- 
reproach for every weak concession of which be 
had been guilty. Füll of love and pity for you, 
also — ^wbich you didn't deserve, You beard ber 
ask bim to call ber wif e, and be was ass enougb to 
do it. Sbe was no more bis wife tban Tm bis 
grandmotber." 

" I know tbat now," said I ; " but I would not 
believe an angel f rom beaven wbo sbould teil me 
sbe was never bis mistress !" 

" Of course sbe was bis mistress — be doesn't 
deny it; but tbat was twelve or tbirteen years 
ago. 

" He seduced ber away f rom a good busb^d 
and a respectable home," said I, quoting Paolo, 
" and brougbt ber . . ." 

" He did no sucb tbing," interposed my aunt. 
" Sbe feil in love witb bim, and bid berself on 
board bis yacbt, like a bold bussy as sbe was I" 

" Ob, of course you def end bim, if only to blame 
me 1" I exclaimed, working myself up to a pitcb of 
genuine anger. " Perbaps you are of opinion tbat 
an Englisb gentleman may witb propriety main- 
tain bis wife and bis mistress under tbe same roof ?" 
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" I think nothing of the kind. I cannot so mnch 
blaine him for having yielded to the first tempta/- 
tion, when he was young, and free, and the woman 
threw herseif at his feet. No man could have 
helped himself in such a case — ^unless it was Saint 
Anthony ; and Tm not one of those who believe 
in your miracles of virtue. But what I blame him 
for, was letting her remain at Broomhill after he 
had brought you home. There was his great 
fault." 

" A fault which nothing can excuse." 

" Humph ! I won't say that, Bab. I won't say 
that. The poor thing was nothing to him but a 
woman who had loved him tö her own cost and 
sufFering — who had been nothing to him for years 
and years bef ore he cared for you — who had given 
all her mind up to books and study ; and whose 
only happiness in lif e was to live like a mouse 
under a corner of his roof, and take care of his 
library, and kiss the dust he trod upon, if he would 
but let her. He hadn't the heart to tum her out, 
Bab. It was weak. It was culpably weak ; but 
the last straw breaks the camel's back, Bab — and 
the last blow sometimes breaks a woman's heart. 
She might have died, Bab; and that wouldn't 
have been a pleasant thought for Hugh Farquhar, 
all the rest of his life." 

" Hugh Farquhar seems to have found an ex- 
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cellent advocate," said I, steeling myself against 
compassion. 

" That was his first great fault," continued Mrs. 
Sandyshaft, taking no notice of my Observation. 
"The second was just such another picea of weak- 
ness. When you found out that she lived in the 
house, he should have trusted to your generosity, 
and told you all. Half-truths of ten do more mis- 
chief than lies. If that's a proverb, it's one of my 
own making. It's true anyhow, and here's a case 
inpoint." 

" Any other woman would have feit and be- 
lieved as I did." 

"Verylikely; but ' she wouldn't have run away 
as you did, without waiting to ask whether her 
beliefs and feelings were founded on facts." 

" I — ^I conf ess that I acted hastily," said I, re* 
luctantly. 

" The first word of sense you've spoken yet." 

" Tm much obliged to you." 

"Bab — ^will you listen to good advice if one 
takes the trouble to offer it ?" 

" Oertainly." 

" Then just sit down at my desk yonder, and 
write to your husband. You confess you acted 
hastily — confess it to him. Say you're sorry for 
your own f ollies, and ready to f orgive his ; and 
make an end of the matter." 
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" ril do no such thing — ^I would die first !" 

" And why, pray?" 

^^ Because it is he who has been m the wrong 
f rom first to last. I committed an error of preci- 
pitation — ^he a deliberate offence. You seem to 
forget, aunt, how my pride has been insulted^ and 
my trust deceived !" 

'^ I grant he was a great f ool to keep her there, 
and worse than a f ool not to admit all while he was 
about it ; but there ! he's suffered enough f or bis 
faults, goodness knows/' 

"He deserved to sufifer," said I; "but what 
have his sufferings been, compared with minet" 

" Pretty equal, I should say," observed my aunt, 
cooUy. 

"Nay, this is too muchl Has he suffered 
jealousy, fever, despair, exile, shame? Has he 
believed our marriage illegal ? Has he undergone 
the misery of toiling for his daily bread under 
every pressure of mental unrest and physical weak- 
ness f 

" He has been ill both in body and mind ; and 
as for unrest, one would think the poor man had 
St. Vitus's dance, to see him always pacing up and 
down the room ; getting up from his chair as soon 
as he has sat down ; wandering about the park 
and the roads in all weathers; off to-day to 
London ; back again to-morrow at Broomhill ; off 
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to Dover, or Calais, or Marseilles the next day ; 
Coming back after having travelled day and 
night for a week, with bis clothes all covered 
with mud and dust, and bis hat so battered that 
you wouldn't pick it out of tbe gutter, and bis 
neckclotb tied all on one side, as if he was 
going to be hanged by it ! Tm sure I've often 
thooght he looked more like a maniac than a 
man in bis senses. And then he begins a sentence 
and stops, f orgetting what he meant to say next ; 
and then pulls a map out of bis pocket, and begins 
to show you how bis wif e must have gone in this 
direction, or that ; and how, if he bad only thought 
of it sooner, he must have overtaken her ! Then 
be looks twenty years older; for what with his 
bad nights, and his grey bah-s " 

" Grey hairs !" I exclaimed. " Hugh Farquhar 
grey ?" 

" As a badger," replied my aunt ; " and as thin 
and pallid as if he bad lived on opium all his life. 
Nobody who hadn't seen bim witbin the last year 
would know bim in the street. Why, the per- 
petual travelling would alone have killed most 
men. He's been twice to Zollenstrasse ; ever so 
many times to Paris ; onoe here, as f ar as Borne, 
even — and never with any reward for his pains. 
But what's the good of telling you all this ! You 
don't care to hear it 1" 

VOL. III. R 
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*' I do care, indeed," I said, unable to control 
the f altering of my voice, and tuming away, so as 
to shade my face with my band. 

" Humph ! if you did, you'd write the letter." 

" No, Aunt Sandyshaft," I replied, struggling to 
speak firmly. " I would not write the letter. I — 
I cannot but grieve at the picture you put before 
me. It wrings my heart to know that the busband 
whom I have so much loved — whom I still so much 
love — should be so changed and shattered ; but . . . 
but if my heart were to break for it, nothing 
should induce me to write that letter. Nothing — 
so it is mere waste of time to ask me." 

"All very fine," said my aunt; "but what 
does it mean ? I suppose you don't intend to stay 
in Borne all the rest of your days, and live by 
copying the old piasters, as you call *em t" 

" I did not say that." 

" What do you say then ? Speak piain English^ 
Bab ; for I don't understand heroics." 

" It means this, aunt — that before I touch bis 
band again in reconciliation, before I cross bis 
threshold as his wife, that woman must be given 
back to her own people, and banished out of my 
ßight for ever. As to tolerating her beneath 
my roof . . . ." 

" Nobody's asked you to tolerate her," interrupted 
Mrs. Sandyshaft. " Of course she'll be sent away, 
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neck and crop. Do you think Td let you go back, 
with that hussy in the house t" 

"Let all this be done; and let him ask my 
pardon for not having done it before I ever passed 
the gates of Broomhill, and then . . . ." 

" And then^ when there's nothing left to write 
about, and he's probably rushed off to Korne as if 
he'd been shot out of a cannon, you'll condescend 
to write. Is that it, Bab ?" 

« res." 

"Oh, very well; then we understand each 
other. But in the meantime somebody must in- 
form him that your ladyship is found, and cora- 
municate your high and raighty conditions — 
eh'? " 

" Clearly ; but I must dictate the letter." 

"Who'sto write itr 

" Nobody so fit as yourself ." 

" Then I write it my own way — that's flat." 

"Nonsense, my dear aunt! In a matter so 
utterly conceming myself ....'* 

" I'm not a puppet," said Mrs. Sajidyshaf t, with 
an obstinate jerk of the head. "Pve capacity 
enough to write a simple letter, I should hope; 
and I won't write at anybody's dictation, if I know 
it." 

" But this is not a ^ simple ' letter. It is a very 
important letter ; and a great deal depends on tho 

U 2 
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way in which it is worded. My own dignity aiid 
self-respect demand that . . . ." 

" Bother your dignity and self-respect 1 Think 
a little less about both, Bab, and more about that 
poor, miserable fellow, who's never known a 
moment's peace, day or night, since yon left him. 
And as f or the letter, teil me what you want said, 
and ril say it ; but I won't have it dictated." 

" Then I won't have it written." 

" Oh, very well ! Please yourself ." 

" And, remember, Aunt Sandyshaft, that it is 
yon, now, who are raising up obstacles." 

^- Fiddlededee !" 

" And — and some day," sobbed I, ** you'U, per- 
haps, be sorry that — ^that you re — ^re — ^refused . . .*' 

" Bab, this is temper — temper and nothing eise. 
It won't do with me. You may write your letter 
yourself, if you like ; or you may get Hilda to 
write it. But if I do it, I do it my own way, and 
there's an end of it." 

At this moment there came a gentle tap at the 
door, and Gopdy looked in. 

" It's past three o'clock, deary, and asking your 
pardon, ma'am, for the intrusion, but the dear 
blessed little angel is very restless ; and it's getting 
dusk already ; and out af ter dark, my lamb, he 
should not be." 

" That's quite true, Goody, and I waa a cruel, 
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thoughtless creature to f orget it. There, you see, 
Tve only mjr bonnet to put on, and Tm ready in a 
moment. Good-bye, Aunt Sandyshaft — here is 
XDj address, if you care to come and see me. It's 
close by — not a quarter of a mile hence ; and — and 
if, after I am gone, you think better of your de- 
cision, and like to come round and take tea with 
me at seven o'clock, we can talk over the subject 
of the letter, I am sure you will think differently 
when you have time to reflect. Give my love to 
Hilda, and teil her I hope to see her again to-mor- 
row. Here, Goody — give the darling to me. I will 
carry him downstairs myself ." 

And with this, I hurried away, down the great 
stone staircase, and home by the back streets and 
short cuts, as fast as I could walk ; pausing only 
once, for a couple of minutes, at the English 
baker^s in the Via Condotti, to buy some English 
muffins for my aunt's tea. 

For I feit certain she would come. 

How slowly the hours of that aftemoon went 
by ! How restless I was, and how my certainty 
faded away and diminished aa seven o'clock drew 
near! 

" She is so obstinate," thought I. " She never 
can see that she has been in the wrong. But then 
she is just, after all ; and she miist admit that I 
have a right to the principal voice in a matter 
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so vitally conceming myself. Will she come? 
Or will she pique herself on staying away, and 
making me go to her first I If she meant to come, 
she would surely be here now ! and yet . . . ." 

I went to the bedroom window everj'- moment. 
I heaped f resh logs on the fire ; placed her chair 
ready in the wannest comer ; trimmed the lamp ; 
peeped at the muffins ; solaced myself every now 
and then with a cautious glance at my darling 
sleeping in his little cot ; and listened, with a 
beating heart, to every sound npon the stairs. 
At last, just as my watch pointed to a quarter 
past the time, and I was ready to sit down and 
weep for disappointment, the door opened and my 
aunt walked in. 

I sprang to meet her with a cry of delight — 
kissed her — ^helped her off with her cloak — ^ran 
to fetch a stool for her feet — poured out our first 
cups of tea, and, having helped her to a slice of 
muffin, took her by both hands, and said — 

" Now, you dear old thing, since you have been 
so nice, and kind, and good, and have yielded this 
point so sweetly, TU yield a point too. You shall 
write the letter your own way, while you're here 
to-night ; and TU just look over your Shoulder, and 
put in a Word here and there." 

"Humph 1 the post went out at four, my dear," 
replied my aunt, drily, "and my letter 'svith it. 
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But I thought rd come and teil you — and, upon 
my Word, this is the first drop of tea, deserving 
the name of tea, that IVe tasted since I left Eng- 
land." 
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CHAPTER XVII. 



SÜSPENSE. 



HuGH, it appeared, was on the point of starting 
for Chambery when my aunt last heard from him, 
and had requested her, in case of emergency, to 
wTite to him at that place. He was led thither, it 
seemed, by some vague report, hoping against 
hope, but prepared for the inevitable disappoint- 
ment which always awaited him. "I go/' he 
wrote, " but I know beforehand that I go in vain. 
She is lost to me for ever. Some day, perhaps, 
when I am quite wom out with long seeking, I 
may find her grave in some solitary spot, among 
the graves of strangers. God grant it ! I would 
fain die there, and be laid beside her." My aunt 
gave me this letter. I carried it in my bosom by 
day; slept with it under my pillow at night; 
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blistered it all over with my teaxs. Mine was a 
mere make-believe stoicism, surf ace-deep and sadly 
transparent, after all. 

From Eome to Chambery : — ^I looked in the 
map, and was dismayed to see how far apart they 
lay, and what a world of mountains lay between. 
I went down to the post office, and was told that 
letters to Chambery might be despatched via Turin 
or Marseilles. In either case they would take 
from five to six days — as long as if sent to Lon- 
don ! I then made my way to the Hotel d' Angle- 
terre, to ask Mrs. Sandyshaft by which route she 
had directed her letter to be f orwarded ; and re- 
ceived for answer that she "hadn't troubled her 
head about routes, or branches either. Not she. 
She had just put Post Office, Chambery, Savoy — 
and quite enough. The Where was all that con- 
cemed her; the How she left to those whose 
business it was to convey it." • 

Thus poorly comforted, I could only sit down 
patiently, counting out each lagging hour of the 
six long days, and feeding my Imagination with 
conjectures of every possible calamity that might 
befall my aunt's letter. 

Supposing, now, that the address was illegible ! 
A band more essentially crabbed and distort, when 
written in haste, it would be difficult to conceive. 
And she must have written in haste ; for it was 
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past three when I left her, and tHe letter had to 
be posted by four o'clock. Supposing, onthe otiier 
band, that it went ma Turin, and the mail was robbed 
among the mountains — or by sea, and the steamer 
were lost ? Supposing, even, that it arrived saf ely 
at Chambery, and Hugh were gone bef ore it camet 
Would it, in that case, be forwarded to Broomhill; 
or would it lie there month after month, dusty and 
unclaimed, with its words of hope and comf ort all 
unread? 

Thus five days went by. On the fif th, I said, ' 
"To-morrow he will receive it." On the sixth, 
" To-day it is his." I f ancied him calling listlessly 
at the post-office as he passed by ; or finding it in 
the moming on his breakfast-table. I pictured to 
myself the impatient sigh with which he would toss 
it aside, incredulous of any good it might contain 
— the reluctance with which he would presently 
bresj^ the seal — the sudden flash lighting up his 
poor pale face — the bound that he would make to 
the bell; the ringing voice in which he would 
call for post-horses; the instantaneous transition 
from apathy to energy, from that State of hope 
deferred which maketh the heart sick, to hope 
fulfilled, glowing, radiant, and instinct with vi- 
tality. 

As the day advanced, and the evening drew on, 
I said to myself, '*He is on his way. He will 
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travel day and night. Eveiy mile will seem a 
league to his impatience, and every hour a week." 
Then I calculated how long the journey would 
take him, if he came by Turin, Genoa, and the sea ; 
and found that he might quite possibly arrive by 
the evening of the third day. At this thought, I 
trembled and tumed pale. 

Only two days more ! I could not believe it. 
My aunt came to sit with me in the moming, while 
I was painting ; and Hilda brought her camage 
to take me for a drive, later in the day. I forget 
where we went, or what was said or done by the 
way. I thought of nothing but Hugh. 

Only one day more ! I went through my mom- 
ing's work mechanically, breaking off, every now 
and then, to kiss my baby, and whisper in his 
little uncomprehending ear — " to-morrow, to-mor- 
row, my angel, thou shalt lie in thy father^s armsl" 
To Paolo I Said, " Wait with patience. We shall 
scton have news of Maddalena." 

The last day passed as if in a dream. I could 
neither paint, nor talk, nor sit still ; and so stole 
away quietly to the gardens of the Pincio, and 
wandered about the sunny walks alone. At dinner, 
I literally f asted. In the evening, my nervous ex- 
citement became so painfuUy uncontroUable that 
if only the ashes coUapsed on the hearth, or the 
Windows shook, I trembled from head to foot. He 
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would go direct to my aunt^ at the Hotel d' Angle- 
terre ; and she would send him on to the Vicolo 
d'Äliberti. Fancy his footsteps on the stairs! 
Fancy the joy of being folded once more in his 
arms, and weeping out the last of so many bitter 
tears upon his bosom I Then came the painful re- 
membrance of how altered he must be; and I tried 
to prepare myself for the cruel lines channelled on 
his brow, and the grey hairs sprinkling his dark 
locks, once so free from change. Thus the even- 
ing hours trailed slowly by, and midnight came,. 
and no Hugh. At one o'clock, Ida- stole down- 
stairs^ entreating me to go to bed ; but of what 
avail would it have been to do so, with every nerve 
of body and brain strung to the keeuest wakeful- 
ness ? Finding persuasion useless, she sat up with 
me, prepared to retreat at the first intimation of 
his Coming. Thus the night wore on, and the ex- 
pectations which, a few hours since, had been cer- 
tainties, turned to doubts and apprehensions. At 
length six o'clock Struck ; and, wom out with 
watching, I waked Ida, who had fallen asleep in 
her chair, and we both went to bed. 

I slept heavily for a few hours, and woke to find 
Mrs. Sandyshaft at my bedside. 

" Is he come f * were the words that sprung in- 
stantaneously to my Ups. 

" No, child. He hasn't wings." 
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*^ But it is now three days and three nights since 
he received the letterl" 

" You goose ! Suppose he finds the mountain 
roads blocked up with snow between Chambeiy 
and Lyons ? Suppose, when he gets to Marseilles, 
he finds no steamer ready to start ? Suppose he 
had lef t Ohambery f or some other place — say Paris 
— when the letter arrived, and it had to be for- 
warded — what then ?" 

What then, indeed I I sank back upon my pillow 
with a weary sigh, and said — 

" Well — any of these things might be ; but in 
such case, when — ^when will he come ?" 

"Impossible to say — but within a week, no 
doubt." 

" A week ! Another long week !" 

" And in the meantime," added she, " Td advise 
you not to make it your practice to sit up every 
night. It won't bring him one bit the sooner.-' 

'^ How long is it, AuHt Sandyshaft, since you 
last saw him ?■ ' I asked, presently. 

" Not since I made up my mind to join Hilda 
and her precious Count out here in Italy. He 
came with me as f ar as Marseilles — ^and Tm sure I 
don't know what would have become of me on 
the way, if he haxln't-and saw me safe on board 
the Leghorn boat before he left me.** 

^^ That was kind of him I" I said, warmly. 
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" Humph ! it was civil ; but nothing wonderful/' 
replied my aunt, with a sharp side-glance at me. 

« And then what did he do ?" 

" Went back to England, I believe. At all 
events, his first letter to me was dated f rom Broom- 
hiU." 

" And you have only had two from him, you 
sayr 

" Only two, one of which you have." 

" And the other you destroyed. Are you quite 
sure you destroyed it, aunt I" 

" Bless my heart, yes ; and saw the sparks fly 
up the chimney. I only kept this one, f or fear I 
should forget the name of the place. Rubbish- 
storing, Bab, has never been a f ailing of mine." 

Eubbish I She called his letter rubbish ! 

" I suppose," I Said, af ter another pause, " he 
concludes you are in ßome by this time f " 

" I don't See how that's likely, f or I hadn't con- 
cluded it myself when I replied to his letter. 
The De Chaumonts, at that time, talked of spend- 
ing the winter in Naples; but Hilda, as usual, 
changed her mind at the last moment, and came 
here instead. To mej one place was the same as 
another ; and you were as likely to be found in 
Rome as in Naples, if in either. As f or Hugh 
Farquhar, if he supposes anything, he supposes 
Fm in South Italy, scrambling up Mount Vesuvius. 
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By the by, Bab, did I teil you that your f ather had 
settled in Brüssels ?" 

" No — ^you had not mentioned it.'* 

*^ He has, then. They have taken rooms in a 
fasbionable quarter ; and go to court ; and drive 
out every day in their own barouche (jobbing the 
horses), and give fortnightly receptions, with no- 
thing to eat ; and are mighty fine f olks, indeed, in 
a small way. That just suits your father. 
Edmund Churchill, Esquire, was always a grand 
man, in his own opinion. But you don't listen ?" 

" Yes — oh, yes — I listen." 

"Like the man in the song — ^My bod/s in 
Segovia, my heart is in Madrid.' Oh, Bab, Bab, 
you're made of the same stuff as other people, in 
spite of the airs you give yourself when you're 
dignified. Mercy on us ! don't cry. What good 
can crying do to you, or anybody ?" 

" I — ^I f eel as if he wouldn't come now at all 1" 
sobbed I, fairly breaking down, and hiding my 
face in the pillows. " I was so füll of hope all 
these ten days ; and now the hope is all gone — all 
gone !" 

" Because he is twelve hours af ter the time you 
had fixed upon, out of your own wise head ! Bab, 
don't be a fool. Suppose he is a week after the 
time — ^what then ? He's sure to come at last." 

" A week — what shall I do for a whole week, 
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not knowing where he is, or whether he's had the 
letter ? He — ^he may be ill — or gone all the way 
back to England — who can teil 1" 

My aunt rose up, very deliberately, and put on 
her gloves. 

" If you ask me, Bab, what you are to do f or a 
whole week/' said she, " I'd advise you to do what 
he has done f or a whole year. Bear it." 

" You're — ^you*re very cruel !" 

^' Perhaps I am. It was your tum last, and it^s 
mine now. However, to show you that Tm not a 
miracle of wickedness, TU teil you what I'm now 
going home to do — to write three letters ; one to 
Hugh Farquhar, addressed to his own hou^e at 
Broomhill ; one to his housekeeper, desiring her to 
f orward that letter to him, wherever he may be ; 
and the third to the postmaster at Naples, request- 
ing that anything which may have arrived f or me 
there shall be at once sent on to Borne. Now, 
what d'ye say to that ?" 

" My dearest, landest aunt . . . ." 

" Oh, Tm kind now, am I ? I was cruel two 
minutes ago. There, cheer up, Bab; and make 
haste to dress and have your breakfast, and be all 
right by two o'clock, when TU bring a cairiage 
round, and tahe you and that infant monster f 6r a 
drive. Good-bye." 

I did cheer up, by a great effort, for that and 
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several succeedin^ days; bat my heart was 
heaviest when I smiled most, and my nights were 
spent in tears. Thus the prescribed week went by, 
and then another week ; and still he neither came 
nor wrote. There had been time, and more than 
time, f or the letter to be f orwarded f rom Ohambery 
to Broomhill, and from Broomhill back to Cham- 
bery. At length the suspense became intolerable, 
and I made up my mind to bear it no longer. I 
went to Mrs. Sandyshaft, and annoiinced my de- 
termination to Start for Chambery the foUowing 
day. 

" The stupidest thing you could do, Bab," seid 
she. , "That's precisely the way to miss him. 
Where two people are looking for eaeh other, one 
should always stop still." 

" How can I teil that he is not that one ? How 
can I teil that he is not lying on a bed of sick- 
ness?" 

" If he were, he would have had his letter ; and 
either have written himself, or caused somebody to 
write." 

" Well — ^these are but conjectures ; and I mean 
to go. I shall at least have the satisfaction of 
hearing whatever there is . to hear ; and at all 
events I shall not be breaking my heart in idle- 
ness here in Rome." 

" Your mind's made up ?" 

YOL. III. S 
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^^Firmly. I am now going to secure my place 
to Oivita Vecchia." 

"No need. If you mtist go, TU go with you — 
under protest — and we'U take post-horses. What 
about the monsterf 

" Baby and Q-oody must go, of course." 

^' A pretty piece of f olly, to be sure ; and the 
day af ter to-morrow, the first of January ! Bab, 
Bab, you're a greater idiot than I took you to b 
the greatest idiot I ever knew, except myself." 
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CHAPTEE XVin. 



WHITHER ? 



"•I thank you, vaKant Cassio. 
What tidings can you teil me of my lord?" — Othello. 

From Rome to Civita Vecchia with post-horses ; 
f rom Civita Vecchia to Marseilles by steamer, with 
a bitter wind blowing from the north-east, and 
brief but sudden storms of snow and rain sweeping 
over the sea ; from Marseilles to Lyons by rail- 
way ; and from Lyons by post-chaise to Chamböy. 
A dreary joumey of many days' duration, interisely 
cold and comfortless, and made doubly difficult by 
the helplessness of my companions. The last day 
was the worst of all. We were fifteen hours on 
the road; six of which were spent in snow and 
darkness, struggling slowly up among mountain 

s2 
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roads rendered almost impassable by several days 
of bad weather. Wom out with fatigue and cold, 
we reached Chambery an hour after midnight, 
and were driven to the Hotel du Petit Paris. 
Here my first inquiry was for Hugh. The sleepy 
waiter knew nothing of the name. I described 
him ; but he was confident that no such gentleman 
had been there. I asked what other hoteis there 
were in the town. He replied that there were 
several; but none so good as the Petit Paris. 
There was La Poste ; and there was L' Aigle Noir. 
Madame might inquire at both to-morrow ; but it 
was unlikely that any English traveller would 
pref er either to the Hotel du Petit Paris. As fo^ 
the other inns, they were aubergesy and out of the 
question. With this I was obliged to be content 
tili morning. 

I was so weary that I slept heavily, and never 
woke tili between nine and ten o'clock the follow- 
ing day. The sunlight met my eye like a re- 
proach. It was a glorious morning, cold but 
brilliant, with something hopeful and re-assuring 
in the very air. I rose, confident of success, and 
went to the post-office before breakfast. A young 
man lounging at the door with a cigar in his 
mouth f oUowed me into the office, and took his 
place at the bureau. I asked if he could give me 
the address of an English gentleman, Farquhar by 
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name, who I had reason to believe was staying, or 
had beeil staying in Chambery. 

The clerk shook his head. He knew of no such 
person. 

^^ There are, perhaps, some letters awaiting Mr. 
Farquhar's arrival?" 

" No, Madanie. None." 

" Nay, one I think there must be ; f or I know 
that it was despatched nearly a month since. Will 
Monsieur oblige me by looking?" 

Monsieur retired, reluctantly, to a distant corner 
of the bureau; took a packet of letters from a 
pigeon-hole in a kind of little cupboard between 
the Windows, shufHed them as if they were cards, 
tossed them back into the pigeon -hole, and retumed 
with the same shake of the head. There were no 
letters for Madame's friend. Absolutely none. 

I tumed away, disappointed^ but incredulous. 
At the threshold, I paused. It might be a mere 
mistake of pronunciation, after all. I took out my 
pocket-book, pencilled the words '^ Hugh Farquhar, 
Esquire," very plainly on a blank leaf, and handed 
it to the clerk. His face lighted up directly. 

" Ah, that name ?" said he. " Maia^ oui; je crois 
quHl y a des lettres, I beg Madame's pardoii a 
thousand times; but Madame said an English gen- 
tleman, and this name is surely Polish or Kussianf 
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^* No, no, English," I replied, impatiently, my 
eyes fixed on the pigeon-hole. 

He returned to it; took out the letters; sorted 
them, oh, how slowly! laid one aside; sorted them 
again, to make sure that he had omitted none ; re- 
placed the packet; paused to dust the letter before 
bringing it to the counter ; and then, instead of 
placing it in my eager hand, said — 

"Madame has brought Monsieur Faquaire's. 
passport f 

" No — ^how can I bring it when I do not even 
know that he is here ?" 

" Then I cannot surrender the letter." 

" But, Monsieur — ^I am his wife." 

" The postal law does not permit letters to bc 
delivered unless on exhibition of the passport of 
the individual to whom they are addressed." 

"Then, Monsieur will, at least, permit me to 
see the letter V 

He would not trust it across the counter ; but 
held it jealously, in such a manner that I could 
read the address. It was directed in Mrs. Sandy- 
shaft's handwriting lo Hugh Farquhar, Esq.,, 
Broomhill, and re directed to Chambery by Mrs. 
Fairhead. The back was almost covered with 
English, French, and Italian postmarks of various 
dates. It was evidently the second letter, written 
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on the tenth day af ter the first. , Where, then,. 
was the first I 

"Are you sure, Monsieur, tbat there is no- 
other ?" 

<' Madame, fm suis bien surr 

" And there have been no others I" 

He hesitated. 

" I cannot say, Madame* If so, they have bee» 
celivered." 

I feit myself flush scarlet with iinpatience. 

" But, good heavens I . monsieur, this is a matter 
of deep importance. Can you not remember 
what letters you have given out, or to whom you 
;ave them ?" 

He shrugged his Shoulders, and replied, with a 
lalf-impertinent smile— 

"Madame asks impossibilities» I do not say 
;hat there may not have been other letters. I 
^elieve there were ; but I cannot undertake to re- 
member them. Perhaps my coUeague may recol- 
lect having delivered them. Madame had better 
inquire of him.** 

" Where is monsieur^s colleague to be foundt** 
I asked, haughtily. 

" He is at present gone out to breakf ast — aÄ, le 
voilär 

At this moment another young man entered the 
office, short, brisk, black-eyed ; a thorough man af 
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business. They exchanged a few words in an 
undertone. Then the new comer came forward, 
and took the other's place at the little counter. 

"Madame demands if there have been other 
letters delivered from this office to Monsieur — 
Monsieur . . . •" 

«HughFarquhar» 

" Precisely. Eh Meriy madame, there have beei 
others* I cannot teil how many. Three or f oir 
— perbaps six. They have all been delivered; 
except the last, which has been shown to madame, 
and is yet unclaimed." 

" DeUvered to himself f ' 

« To himself some ; and some to bis messenger, 
on exhibition of monsieur^s passport." 

" How long since, monsieur f ' 

" Three weeks, I should think — or a month/* 

" Then he has lef t Ohajmbery 1" 

" It would seem so, madame ; but if you will 
take the trouble to inquire at the Hdtel de la 
Poste . . . ." 

"At the Hotel de la Poste I Was he staying 
there f ' 

" I conclude so, madame, since the gar9on from . 
La Poste came once or twice for letters." 

"It would be in vain, I suppose, to ask if 
monsieur can remember whether a letter directed 
in the same handwriting as the one now lying here, 
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was delivered to Monsieur Farquhar on, or about, 
the twelfth of December?" 

The derk took up Mrs. Sandyshaft's letter, care- 
f ullj scmtinised the superscription, and said — 

^^So many letters pass through our hands, 
madame, that I shoold be unwilling to hazard a 
decided opinion ; but I think I have observed this 
writing before, and on a letter addressed to the 
same party. If so, it was somewhere about the 
time which madame speeifies, and " 

" Was it delivered to himself, monsieurl" 

^^ I was just about to say, madame, that, in that 
case, I rather incline to the belief that I delivered 
that letter to a lady." 

"Toaladyl" 

«On exhibition of monsieur^s passport." 

I leaned upon the counter f or a moment, quite 
faint and speechless ; then, pulling my veil down 
upon my face, said, quickly and tremulously, — 
«Thanks, monsieur," — and hurried out of the 
office. 

A little way up the road there stood a clump of 
trees, a fountain, and a stone bench. I made my 
way to the bench and sat down, f eeling very giddy. 
My mind was all conf used* I feit as if some great 
misfortune had befallen me; though I scarcely 
comprehended the nature of it. Presently some 
young girls came up, chattering and laughing, to 
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fill thelr pitchers f rom the f oantain. I saw them 
look at me and whisper together. I shuddere4$ 
rose, and tumed away. Walking on, as it were, 
instinctively, I crossed an open space surrounded 
by public buildings, and entering a street which 
opened off by one of the angles, found myself im^ 
mediately opposite a large white house, across the 
front of which was painted the words " Hotel de 
la Poste," A respectable-looking man was Stand- 
ing at the door, with his hands in his pockets. I 
paused, advanced a step, and asked if I conld 
speak to the landlord. To which he replied, with a 
bow — 

" Madame j je suis le maitre dHwteh Be pleased 
to walk in." 

" No, thank you, monsieur, I — ^I only wish to 
make an inquiry." 

" At your service, madame." 

** I am anxious to know, monsieur, whether ap 
English gentleman named Farquhar has been stay* 
ing lately at your hotel ?" 

" Not very lately, madame. He has been gone 
nearly a month." 

" May I ask how long he remained here I" 

" About a f ortnight, madame." 

" Oan you teil me if he is gone back to Eng- 
land t" 

^^ If madame will take the trouble to accept a 
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seat in the bureau, I will ref er to the visitor^s book^ 
and see if monsieur left any address." 

I stepped into the landlord's little parlour and 
sat down, while he tumed over the pages of a large 
book that lay upon a side-table. Presently his 
forefinger, whieh had been rapidly running down 
column after column, stopped at a certain entry^ 
like a pointer. 

"No address left, madame," said he. "But 
monsieur, I think, took post-horses from here. I 
will refer to my books, and see in what direction 
he travelled." 

And the obliging maitre d'hötel took down a 
ledger from his bookshelves, and resumed the same 
process of search. Again the swift forefinger came 
to a sudden halt. 

" Monsieur F — numiros qtuttre^ troisj dnq^ et six^ 
said he, running rapidly over the items of the 
various entries. " Appartements^ so much ; dinners, 
breakf asts, wine, &e. — post-horses to GrenohU .... 
Monsieur went from here to Grenoble." 

" To Grenoble ?" I repeated. " Thanks, mon- 
sieur — ^and left no address f 

" None, Madame." 

" Monsieur Farquhar travelled — ^alone V* 

" Monsieur arrived alone, Madame — c^est h dire, 
accompanied by his coloured servant; and was 
joined here by Mademoiselle his sister." 
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"By . . . . by his — ^sisterf" 

" Yes, Madame. Mademoiselle arrived the day 
bef ore they started f or Grenoble. Mon IHeUj Ma- 
dame ! Vou8 — V0U8 trouvez malade ?" 

" Thank you — ^" I said, pressing my band to my 
forebead. "I — ^I feel somewbat faint. A long 
joumey — and — and tbe f atigue of Walking before 
breakfast . . . ." 

" Allow me to call for a glass of wine . . . ." 

" No, tbank you — a litde water. You are very 
good." 

The landlord ran himself to a filter standing in 
tbe ball, and brought me a tumbler füll of fresb 
water. Kef reshed and steadied by tbe cool draugbt, 
I rose, and bade bim good moming. He attended 
me to tbe door, and, seeing me besitate, asked in 
wbat direction I desired to go. 

" To tbe Hotel du Petit Paris." 

" Straigbt on, Madame, tili you come to tbe end 
of tbe Street, and then tum to tbe lef t. Tbe Petit 
Paris will be straigbt before you. You cannot 
miss your way." 

"I am mucb obliged, Monsieur; good moming." 

" Madame, T bave tbe bonour to wish you good 
moming." 



"Bab, my dear," said my aunt, "we can do no 
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more than we have done. We must just sit down 
now, and be patient." 

" Patient !" I echoed, with a bitter sigh. 

'^ Well, what's to be gained by impatience ? 
Here's Grenoble; yonder^s the railway Station; and 
to-day is the eighth of January. Six-and-twenty 
days ago, a traveller leaves this hotel, bag and bag- 
gage ; goes to that railway Station ; takes tickets 
for somewhere or another; and disappears. Who's 
to teil in what direction he went— east, west, north, 
or south ? The eleverest detective in Bow Street 
couldn't track a man on such a clue as that. I 
defy him. Much less three women and a baby." 

" Yet it is so hard to give up, now that we are 
on bis very footsteps . . . ." 

" Fiddlestieks, Bab. Footsteps don't help one 
six-and-twenty days after date. One might go to 
New York and back in the time." 

My aunt was sitting in an easy chair by the fire ; 
I was Standing by the window, looking over towards 
the Alps and the sunset. We had f ollowed on as 
far as Grenoble, and here all traces of Hugh 
and bis companions disappeared. They had left 
by railway, the moming after their arrival, and 
were gone no one knew whither. Beluetant as I 
was to admit it, I knew that my aunt was right, 
and f urther search useless. 
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" Well r Said she, presently. "What's to be 
done?" 

" What you please," I replied, listlessly. 

" Humph ! if I did what I pleased, I should go 
back to SufFolk at once, and take you with me. 
Will you gor 

"To Suffolkl Oh, no — never, never again, un- 
less . . . ." 

" ünless what, pray ?" 

"Unless with him." 

" That's a ridiculous condition, Bab." 

"Let him make everything clear to me — let him 
. . . . let him explain how it is that this woman i» 
again with him . . . ." 

"That's easily explained, She has followed him, 
Fve no doubt, like a dog." 

"Perhaps; but that is not all. That's not 
enough." 

" Well, Bab— your fittest home, for the present, 
is my home. Decline it, if you please ; but that'9 
where you ought to be. In the meantime, we can't 
stay in this out-of-the-world place — can we V* 

" Certainly not. We must go back to Borne. 
Perhaps he is already there, awaiting our retum.'^ 

" m be bound, if so, that he won't be such a 
fool as to run off to Chambery after us" said my 
aunt. "But I don't believe we shall find him 
there." 
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" Nor I/* I replied, hopelessly. 

My aunt stood up, and came oyer to the Win- 
dow. 

^^ Shall we trudge off again to-morrow, then 1" 
Said she, laying her band kindly on my Shoulder. 
" Do you f eel strong enough — eh I" 

" Oh, yes— quite strong enough." 

" And you'd rather go to Kome?" 

" Of course. It is our only chance." 

"Very well — ^Eome it shall be. And as for 
that letter — ^well, well, Fve my own suspicions; 
but never mind. Time will show. We must play 
the game of patience, now ; but we hold all the best 
Cards in our own hands, my dear, and win we must 
— some day. Poor Bab 1" 

We stood there for several minutes quite silently, 
and watched the round red sun sink slowly down 
behind the farthest peaks. The broad piain lay 
below, all dusk and mysterious. The lowest moun- 
tains became violet in shade, and the loftiest erim- 
son in light; and the great glaciers flashed like iire 
on the remotest horizon. 1 thought of the time 
when Hugh and I travelled together in the mighty 
Oberland, and my eyes grew dim, and my heart 
heavy, with the remembrance. 

" How grand it is," 1 said sadly. 

" Yes, it's grand ; of course it's grand," replied 
Mrs. Sandyshaft. ^^But the truth is, my dear, Tve 
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no taste for the sublime. Mountains are all very 
well in their way ; but give me Suffolk P' 

The next moming, we took the railway back 
again to Marseilles, and embarked on board the 
French boat for Civita Vecchia. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 



THE OLD, OLD STOBT. 



" He is bat a landscape painter, 
And a viUage maiden she." 

Tennyson. 

January, February, March went by; April came ; 
and still there was no sign or word from Hugh. 
Hilda went off to Naples with her obedient hus- 
band, for the fasbionable season. Ida completed 
her large picture, and despatched it to ZoUenstrasse 
for the approaching competition. Paolo, after lin- 
gering in Korne week after week, lost faith in my 
ability to help him, and went back to his wife and 
home in Capri. In the meantime my aunt came 
to live with us in the Vicolo d' Aliberti, and we 
engaged all the upper portion of the house, and a 
VOL. III. T 
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couple of good servants for her accomtnodation. 
In the meantime, also, my darling throve like a 
young plant in the sunshine, drinkmg in strength 
and beauty from every fragrant breath that stirred 
the opening blossoms of the spring. He knew me 
now — ^held out bis little arms when he saw me 
from af ar off — ^smiled when I smiled ; and testified 
bis love in a thousand fond and helpless ways, 
scarcely intelligible to any eyes but mine. 

^^ Methought bis looks began to talk with me ; 
And nö articulate soiinds, but sometbing sweet 
Hifl Ups would frame." 

Heaven knows I needed all the unconscious com- 
f ort bis baby-heart could give ! I was very wretched. 

It was the mystery that made my life so misera- 
ble — ^the painful, oppressive, entangling mystery, 
that haunted me perpetually, sleeping or waking, 
tili my brain ached, and my very soul was weary. 

The letter had been delivered — that was certain. 
Immediately after its delivery, Hugh had left 
Ohambery for Grenoble — that also was certain. 
From Grenoble he had taken bis departnre, after 
one night's delay, by railway ; and from this point 
all trace of bim disappeared. IJe had left no ad- 
dress. He had neither written to Mrs. Sandy- 
shaft, nor to any of bis own people at Broomhill. 
He had totally, unaccountably, mysteriously 
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vanished ; and with him had also vanished Tippoo 
and Maddalena. Sometimes I thought he must 
have been murdered by banditti, and buried where 
he feil. Sometimes I asked myself if Maddalena 
eould have poisoned him in some fierce passion of 
jealousy and despair ? She was Italian, and her 
black eyes had in them " something dangerous." 
Again, I questioned if he had ever received Mrs, 
Sandyshaft's letter. The clerk believed that he 
had delivered it to a lady. That lady must have 
been Maddalena ; and what if she had destroyed 
it ? Supposing this, would he not have marvelled 
at my aunt's long silence, and have written to her 
at the Neapolitan office t 

These questions tormented me ; pursued me ; 
poisoned the very air and sunshine around me; 
and made my lif e one long, sickening, heart-break- 
ing suspense. In vain those around me preached 
the wisdom and necessity of patience. I eould 
endure, and I eould suffer; but there was no 
patience for such a burthen of anxiety as mine. 

Thus the slow weeks dragged past, and hope 
gradually died away, and I made up my mind that 
I should never see him more. 

And now my tum had come to grow pale and 
absent — to pore upon the map, and say " If I had 
taken this direction, I should have met him ;" or 
**If I had gone at once, I should have found him" — 

t2 
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to rack my brain with suppositions, and my heart 
with bitter reproaches. It was retribution, literal, 
terrible, torturing. Ketribution dealt out even- 
handed ; measure for measure ; cup for cup, to the 
last drop of the draught. My aunt never re- 
proached me now ; but my self-condemnation wa3 
enough. In everj pang that I suffered, I remem- 
bered those which my flight had inflicted on bim. 
In every dark conjecture that sent a shudder 
through my whole being, I recognised bis anguish. 
It was a wof ul time ; and any fault that had been 
mine in the past was expiated to the utmost. 

One aftemoon, very early in April, Ida came to 
me in my little painting-room, and sat down on a 
stool at my f eet. I was alone, and had been brood- 
ing over my grief for hours in silence. She took 
my band, and laid her cheek upon it, tenderly. 

" My poor Barbara," said she, " you have been 
solitary. Where is Mrs. Sandyshaft ?" 

" Out, dear. She dines to-day at her banker^s, 
af ter accompanying them in a drive to Antemnae 
and FidenaB." 

" Had I known that, I would have stayed at 
home. It is not good for you to be alone." 

"Nay, dear, it makes little difference," I re- 
plied, sadly. 

" You have not been painting?" 
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" No." 

*^ Nor reading t" 

" No." 

"Nor Walking?" 

" I walked on the Pincio this moming bef ore 
breakf astj with Goody and the child." 

" You must not always call him ' the child/ and 
^the baby/" said Ida, coaxingly. "You must accus- 
tom yourself, dear, to give him his own pretty 
name. I should love to call him Hugh, if I were 
you — ^little Hugh — ^Ugolino." 

" No, no — not yet. I cannot." 

"Wellthen, mayl?" 

" No, darling — ^I cannot bear it yet. By and 
by, perhaps — when I am strenger . . . ." 

" Enough — ^I will not tease you. And now — 
and now, do you not wonder where I have been 
aUdayr 

** Ay, dear," was my listless answer. ^' Where ?" 

" Well, I went first to Plowden's to inquire if 
there were yet any news f rom Zollenstrasse respect- 
ing the safe arrival of my picture. I told you I 
was going there, when I went out." 

" I had f orgotten it." 

" And then I thought I would step in at Piale's, 
to see if he had yet procured that Hand-book of 
Eome for Mrs. Sandyshaft, which she ordered 
several days ago." 
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" That was thoughtf ul and kind, my Ida. 

"And — ^and at Piale's, I met the gentleman, 
dear, whom I told you I had encountered once or 
twice bef ore . . . . do you remember ?» 

" To be sure. The English artist who lodged 
in your f ather^s house in Munich ; and who was 
so good to you when you were a child." 

" To whom I owe my first beginnings of art, 
and who procured me my presentation to the 
Zollenstrasse College," said Ida, warmly. 

" He has been, indeed, a good friend," I replied, 
trying to fix my wandering attention. " So you 
met him again to-day at Piale's I" 

"Yes — ^he was in the reading-room ; but — ^he 
rose up when he saw me, and shook hands so 
kindly ; and — and asked me if I would like to go 
to the Campana Museum, for which he had a 
permission of entry. Now, you know, dear, the 
Campana coUection is one of the great difficulties 
of Kome. It is almost impossible to procure ad- 
mission, and . . . ." 

" And you went, I suppose ?" 

" I was very glad to avail myself of the oppor- 
tunity — ^and I thought there could be no objection 
to the escort of a — ^a gentlemau whom I had 
known since I was a little girl . . . ." 

" Surely not, my dear Ida. I am glad you have 
Seen the collection. It is very beautif ul." 
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" Indeed it is," replied Ida. " He asked me 
with whom I was living. I find he knows you, 
Barbara." 

*^ Knows me ?" I repeated. " How should that 

be r 

** He has met you, dear — at a picnic." 

"Ah — that is possible» I have forgotten his 
name ?" 

"Penwame — ^Alfred Penwame. Is it not a 
grandnamer 

"Yes — it is a good name. I remember him 
now. He is very satirical." 

" He is very witty," said Ida, colouring up, and 
speaking somewhat emphaticaUy. 

"Nay, dear child — I mean no imkindness of 
your friend. So he remembers to have seen me 
at Tivoli r 

" Yes ; and he asked me if you were one of the 
Carlyons of Pen — ^Pen — something, in Comwall ; 
and then he said that Oarlyon was a Oomish name, 
and that he himself was a Comish man. I was so 
eonf used, Barbara ; and yet I coold scarcely keep 
from laughing." 

^^Poor Ida I it was very annoying for you." 

" Oh, it was nothing. Well, dear — we went all 
through the Campana gallery ; and then, on Coming 
out, Mr. Penwame proposed that we should take a 
turn on the Pincio. And — and then . . . ." 
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She paused ; and I was Startled to find how her 
band trembied iu mine. 

"Wby, Ida," I exclaimed, "you are nervous, 
cbild I Your cbeek is flusbed — ^you tremble — 
wbatisit?" 

" I — ^I scarcely know wbetber to laugb or cry/' 
faltered sbe ; "but — ^but it is all so stränge — ^I seem 
as if I could not believe it . . . ." 

" Could not believe what, my darlingl" 

" What he told me in — in the gardens." 

A sudden light flashed upon me. I stooped 
over her where she sat at my feet, and taking her 
pretty head between my hands, tumed her face 
towards me. 

" What did he teil you, my little Ida ?" I said, 
smiling. " That he had never f orgotten you, all 
these years — and that Ida Penwarne would sound 
far prettier for a lad/s name than Ida Saxe?" 

She flung her arms round my neck, and buried 
her blushing face in my bosom. 

" He Said that — that he had always thought of 
me with kindness," whispered she, "and that — • 
since the first day he met me here in Borne, he — 
he loved me !*' 

" And you, Liehe — what did you reply I" 

" I hardly remember . • • • I — ^I think I said I 
was very glad not to have been . . . f orgotten • . . 
by him." 
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" Bat, my dear child, is not all this strangely 
precipitate? You have not seen Mr. Penwame 
more than twice bef ore to-day, and how can you 
teil whether . . . ." 

^^ I have seen him a great many times," said Ida^ 
guiltily. " I — ^I couldn't help it. I suppose that, 
knowing where I Uved . . . ." 

"He contrived to meet you, by accident — 

ehr 

" Perhaps ; and then . . . ." 

" And then, what ?" 

" He lived in our house f or more than two years. 
It 18 not as if we were strangers." 

"Thatistrue." 

"And — ^and besides, Barbara, I — ^I think I 
loved him a little, before I came to ZoUenstrasse 
at all r 

Pretty, artless Ida! Her long-hidden secret 
was told at last, and all the rest of her life's inno- 
cent romance was soon poured out. It was the old, 
old story, of which the world is never weary — ^the 
old story of how admiration and gratitude became 
love in a simple maiden's heart, dwelling there, 
an unwritten poem, year af ter year ; unf ostered by 
a Single hope ; untainted by a single regret ; pure 
as her own soul, and sacred as her religion. She 
had so much to teil, and yet it was so little when 
told ! How he first came to live at her f ather's 



282 babbaba's histoby. 

cottage bj the banks of the Isar ; how he took 
kindly notice of her from the first; how she 
loved to linger near when he was painting, and 
with what eager wonder she watched the daily 
progress of his work ; how he took her, one day, to 
the museum of pictures; how, another day, he 
made a little portrait of her in oils, and gave it to 
her mother ; how, at last, he offered to teach her 
something of drawing ; and what a happy time it 
was when she used to go out with him into the 
fields behind the house, and sketch the pine rafts 
that came down the river, the great elms that 
fringed the opposite bank, and all the homely sub- 
jects round about — ^these, and the like simple 
incidents, made the substance of her little story ; 
yet every detail interested me, and I listened to it 
from first to last with a tender sympathy that 
caused me, for the time, to forget my trouble in 
her happiness. 

Thus we sat talking tili the early dusk drew on, 
and the red glow of the embers on the hearth 
became the only light by which we saw each 
other's face ; and then Ida went up to her own 
room, and I was alone again. 

The wind had risen within the last hour, and 
came, every now and then, in sudden gusts against 
the window. I rose, and looked out. A few stars 
gleamed between the rif ts of ragged cloud that 
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drifted across the sky, and an occasional blot of 
rain came with the wind. I turned from the 
cheerless prospect with a shudder ; and, resaming 
my former seat, feil back upon the old train of 
thought, as if nothing had occurred to intemipt it. 
Presently my boy waked in his little cot, with that 
sweet, impatient, inarticulate cry that was so elo- 
quent to my ear. I hastened to throw on a f resh log 
and a couple of pine-cones, to make the room bright 
for him ; then took him in my arms ; danced him 
to and fro before the fire to the tune of a quaint, 
old-fashioned Italian luUaby ; kissed him ; talked 
to him ; and watched how his great blue eyes were 
tumed towards the leaping flame in wonder and 
delight. These were my happy moments — my 
only happy moments now — ^and even these were 
often overcast by sudden clouds of anguish. 

All at once the door opened, and Goody, with 
a Startled look upon her face, peeped in. 

" My deary,'* said she, " there's a lady waiting 
to see you." 

«AladyT 

" And — and she asked for Mrs. Farquhar, my 
deary," added the old servant, apprehensively. 

"My name?" I stammered, seized with a vague 
terror. " Who knows my name ?" 

" She's quite a stranger," said Goody, " and .... 
ßhe's here !" 
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I rose as my visitor appeared on the threshold. 
She came in — closed the door — ^lif ted her veil. 
It was Maddalena. 
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OHAPTEK XX. 
maddalena's confession. 

" Face to face in my Chamber, my silent Chamber, I saw her ! 
(lod, and she and I only." — Mrs. Browning. 

My first impulse was one of terror — ^unmixed, 
oyermastering terror. I tumed cold from head to 
f oot, and my heart f ailed within me. For a moment, 
we stood there, face to face, in the firelight ; both 
silent. Maddalena was the first to speak. 

" At last we meet," she said, in a low, distinct 
tone. " At last !" 

I shuddered. I so well remembered that vibra- 
ting, melancholy voice, with its slightly foreign 
Intonation. 

" Whose chüd is that ?" 
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I clasped my boy closer to my bosom. My lips 
moved, but uttered no sound. 

" Whose*child is that?" she repeated. 

"Mine." 

She took a step f orward ; but as she did so, I 
sprang back, laid my baby in his cot, and stood 
before it, trembling but desperate, like some wild 
creature at bay. 

" Keep o£f !" I cried, vehemently. " You shall 
not touch him." 

She looked at me with eyes that dilated as she 
spoke. 

"Fool !" she said, scornfully. " Do you think I 
would harra your child I" 

Then her face grew gentle and her voice sof tened, 
as she added — , 

" Is it not Äis, also ?" 

" His !" I echoed, my terror rapidly giving 
place to indignation. " Do you presume to name 
my husband to my face ?" 

" I come here to-night f or no other purpose than 
to speak of him." 

^^ In that case," I said, Controlling my voice to a 
steady coldness as I went on, " you will be so good 
as to remember that you address Mr. Farquhar's 
wife." 

She smiled, disdainfuUy. 

" His wife ?" she repeated. " Aye — I am not 
likely to forget it." 
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*' What have you to say to me ?" 

" Much," she replied, leaning against the table, 
and pressing her hand to her side, as if in pain. 
^ Truths bitter to teil — so bitter that, three weeks 
ago, I would have tom my tongue out, sooner than 
utter them. Yet I am here to-night to teil them 
to — yoM." 

She paused again, as if for breath, and I saw 
that she looked very ill. I pointed, almost invo- 
luntarily, to a chair that was standing by ; but she 
took no notice of the gesture. 

"Listen," she said, in a voice so resolutely 
defiant that it seemed to mock the quivering of her 
Ups ; " listen, you, bis lady-wif e, to a peasant who 
was bis mistress. He never sought me. It was I 
who fled to him, and laid myself at bis feet. He 
never loved me. The love was mine ; the pity and 
indulgence bis. He never married me. Such 
. was the chivalry of his nature, that he would have 
made me his wife if he could ; simply because I 
was a woman, and had given myself to him. But 
I was already married ; and so that could not be. 
Yet, in the rashness of his generosity, he gave me 
a solemn promise that he would never wed another. 
It was a promise that he should never have given. 
It was a promise that he had not strength to keep. 
He has told me since how he suffered and struggled 
under temptation ; how he even fled from that 
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temptation before he yielded. Yoa know that, 
better than I can teil joa." 

Indeed I'did know it. I bowed mj head in 
silence. I conld not speak — I conld only listen. 
It was as if my lif e and all mj f ntnre hnng npon 
her lips ; while, at everjr word she nttered, some 
cloud seemed to roll away from the past. 

^^ I never knew that promise was broken," she 
continued, ^^ tili a f ew days before he brooght . . . 
his wif e . • . to Broomhill. It had been my home 
up to that time, and he had vowed it shonld be 
mine while I lived. I then leamed that £ must 
either leave the shelter of his roof ; or dwell be- 
neath it a voluntary prisoner. I chose the latter^ 
and f or his sake endured . . ." 

She checked herseif, and flashing a hasty glance 
at me, said — 

" No matter what I endured. I loved him — ^and 
love him, A hondred wives could do no more. 
Not one in a hondred thousand would have done 
so much." 

" Hush," I said, gently. " These are compari- 
sons which it neither becomes you to make, nor me 
to hear." 

She waved her liand, impatiently. 

"My precautions," said she, '*were in vain. 
Fate gtdded you. Step by step, you discovered 
all. You, however, rejected some truths ; and too 
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literally accepted the purport of words which . • • 
which were not for your ear, Do you understand 
me f ' 

" Perfectly. Bat my husband — ^Mr. Farquhar 
. . . teil me where. ..." 

" Patience. I have a confession to make first." 

" A confession ? " I repeated ; all my f ears flood- 
ing back at once upon my heart. 

She turned even paler than before, and fiercely 
clenched the band that rested on the table. 

^' You fled," Said she, in a deep, low tone ; "and 
your flight sealed my f ate. Sooner or later you 
must return — I knew that. I also knew that the 
day of your return would be the day of my banish- 
ment. I had hated you before, but f rom that hour 
I hated you with tenfold bitterness. Aye, you 
may well shrink ! We Southems hate as we love 
— ^to madness. There was a time, and that not 
long since, when I could have taken your lifo with- 
out pity." 

I listened, as if in a terrible dream. 

" You fled, " she went on to say, breathing 
with difficulty, and speaking in short, sharp sen- 
tences, like one in pain. " You fled, and I was 
again free. But my peace was gone. He süffered ; 
and his sufferings were my sufferings — ^his rest- 
lessness, my restlessness. Life lost its last charm 
for me. I loathed even Broomhill — Broomhill, 

VOL, III. ' ü 
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once so calm and pleasant ! Thus a year passed." 

Again she broke off abmptly. Her brow con- 
tracted, and the veins rose like cords upon the back 
of her thin, reßolute band. It was as if she could 
not bring herseif to utter what she had next to say. 

" He went abroad " she continued. " He wrote 
to me. It was bis wish that I should remain no 
longer at Broomhill. He — ^he had resolved to pro- 
vide me with a home f ar away ; and he bade me 
join him • . . at Chambery. That letter came to 
me like my death- Warrant. I had expeeted it; 
but the blow feil none the less heavily. I obeyed 
Without a murmar. Had he bidden me die by slow 
poison, I ehould have obeyed as literally. I went. 
He told me that I was to live, henceforth, at Nice, 
where he had bought a villa for me by the sea. 
He thought kindly for me, even in this. It was 
my own climate, my own sea, the land of my own 
tongue. But it was banishment Banishment !" 

" But when you left Chambery," I began, tremb- 
ling Tsdth eagemess to know more, " when you left 
Chambery, in what • • ." 

" Patience," she said again. " You shall hear 
all in its course. I joined him at Chambery- He 
made it appear there that I was bis sister. I ar- 
rived on the Sunday aftemoon. It was arranged 
that we should begin our journey the foUowiug 
day. I rose early the next moming, and went out 
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before breakfast; for I was very restless. He 
asked me to call at the Post-office, and leave di- 
rections that all letters should be forwarded to him 
at the Bureau Restante, Nice. He also gave me 
his passport to show, in case any should have ar- 
rived by that morning's mail. I made up my 
mind, as I went along, that I would not leave his 
address. There was always danger that news of 
yourself might eome at last, and my only hope 
hung on your absence. They were just opening 
the bag when I went in, and at once handed me a 
letter for him. I recognised Mrs. Sandyshaft's 
writing. I had often seen it at Broomhill. I had 
no sooner taken that letter in my hand than I feit 
a presentiment of evil. I wandered out beyond 
the town, and sat down in a solitary place to ex- 
amine it. The more I looked at it, the more I was 
convinced that it contained some fatal intelligence. 
My destiny trembled in the balance. It was in 
my own power to tum the scale. I ... I hesitat- 
ed long. The temptation was all-powerful, and 
yet I ... I struggled against it . . . " 

" You destroyed the letter !" I exclaimed. 

"I was desperate," she replied, starting into 
sudden energy. " It was my only stake — and I 
played it. Yes, I cpnfess it — I opened the letter 
— read it — tore it into a thousand fragments, and 
sent it floating down the stream that hurried by. 

ü2 
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There, jou know it now — aQ the black and bitter 
tnith." 

" Alas, poor Hugh I " I faltered, tearftJly. 

Maddalena opened her dark eyes fnll apon me, 
half in wonder, half in scom. She had expected 
a torrent of reproaches. She conld not compre- 
hend how grief and pity shonld take precedence of 
resentment in my heart. • 

"We left Chambery," she resumed hastily, 
" and went to Nice. There he consented to rest 
awhile, and repair bis shattered strength. It had 
been agreed that Mrs. Sandyshaft should only 
write in case she had something definite to com- 
municate. Day after day, he waited and hoped. 
At last he wrote to her at Naples. I intercepted 
that letter also, and it remained nnanswered. At 
length the climate, which at first had done him 
good, began to f ail of its effect. As the spring 
advanced, he feil gradually more and more out of 
health. I saw him declining daily-^not from dis- 
ease ; but because he was too weary of life to bear 
the burthen of living. Then my punishment be- 
gan." 

" Wretch ! " I cried, " you let him die I You 
let him die, when a word would have saved him ! 
Oh, it was murder — murder !" 

She smiled — ^a stränge, agonised, terrible smile. 
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*^You have been well avenged," she said, "in 
all that I have suffered." 

I feil on my knees beside the little cot, in a 
paroxysm of despair and horror. I could not 
weep. I could only struggle f or breath, and grasp 
the woodwork frame with both hands, convul- 
sively. 

" My child !'' I gasped. *' My poor, fatherless 
baby ! Dead .... oh, God ! dead .... dead !" 

Maddalena came over swiftly and silently, and 
laid her cold band on mine. 

"Be comforted," she said. "Your husband 
lives." 

I looked at her. My lips moved, but my tongue 
was dumb. I feit as if her words had some mean- 
ing which my sense failed to compass. 

"He lives," she repeated. "I have come to 
take you to him." 

The reaction was too much. I had not strength 
to bear the sudden joy. I uttered a f aint cry ^ 
feit myself f alling f orward, powerless to put out a 
hand in seif help ; and lapsed into utter uncon- 
sciousness. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

THE 08TERIA DELLA FOSSA. 

" Quite dumb ? Dead, dead." — Shakespeaee. 

" Where IS she f ' 

They were the first words I uttered, when my 
inemory came back and I had strength to speak. 

" Hush, Bab," said my aunt, putting her finger 
to her Hp. "You mustn't talk. What's-her- 
name's gone this three-quarters of an hour, and 
.... mercy on us ! you mustn't try to sit up, 
child I Lie down and be quiet, or we shall have 
yoa going off again, as sure as fate." 

"Gone? Gone without me?" I cried, strug- 
gling to an upright posture, in spite of my aunt's 
well-meant efforts to pin me to the sofa. 

" Without you ? — ^well, I should think so. Here 
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youVe been in a dead faint, ever since they f etched 
me home. You wouldn't have had her put you in 
a coach and carry you off like that, I suppose ? 
But do lie down, Bab, and hold your tongue, and 
be rational." 

I feil back, silenced and exhausted. 

'^Besides, we've got the address," added my 
aunt. "Ida has it all written out upon a card. 
Hotel — hotel .... wbatever is the name of the 
place, my dear ? I'm sure I can't remember." 

" Osteria della Fossa," replied Ida, smoothing 
my hair back, tenderly. 

^' Where is it 1" I whispered. 

" Some little way beyond La Storta, Liebchen^ 
on the Florence road — ^not far, I beKeve, from 
Veii." 

I closed my eyes and lay still f or several minutes, 
during which my aunt insi»ted on prescribing sal- 
volatile and water, while Goody busied herseif in 
the preparation of some strong " English " tea. 

" What o'clock is it ?" was my next question. 

" Nearly ten, darling ; and a wild dreary night." 

My aunt looked up, sharply. 

"It's of no use, Bab," said she. "I know 
what you're thinking of ; but it can't be done. 
You don't stir an inch before to-morrow, I pro- 
mise you — and not then, unless you re a vast deal 
better." 
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I made no reply; but I pressed Ida's hand 
significantly, and she returned the pressure, 

"And Hugh won't expect you, either," con- 

tinued my aunt. " She'U teil him you're not well; 

^ and it won't kill him to wait twelve hours longer!'' 

" He will not wait tili to-morrow," I said, confi- 
dently. "He will be here himself before midnight." 

"Here himself I No, no, my dear — love can 
do a good deal, I've no doubt ; but I don't believe 
in miracles. Love won't give a man strength to 
rise from a sick-bed, on which " 

" A sick-bed ? " I cried, starting upright in a 
moment. " Mercif ul heaven ! he is ill, and you 
never told me 1" 

*' Never told you I" stammered my aunt. " But 
she .... didn't she teil you ?" 

" Not a Word. Oh, speak — ^speak quickly .... 
the truth — ^let me have the truth !" 

My aunt hesitated, and looked as if she would 
fain recall her words. 

" He — ^he was ill when he started, you know . . ." 
she began. 

" I did not know it T' 

" But he would come, when he once knew you 
were in Rome. He was too ill to venture by sea, 
so they travelled post . . . ." 

"All the way from Nice f 

" No, from the baths of Lucca, where he had 
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gone for change of air, about ten days before." 

" Go on — ^go on !" 

" Well, my dear, there's not miich more to teil. 
He ougbt to have been in bis bed wben be started; 
but nothing would keep bim. He knocked np 
half-way, at a place called .... called . . . ." 

"Bolseno," suggested Ida. 

" Wbere be was obliged to put up for balf a day, 
and a nigbt," continaed my aunt. " But the next 
moming be would go on again. He got worse 
and worse, tbe f artber be went ; and at tbis place 
— wbat dfe call it . . . . Fossa? — witbin twelve or 
fourteen miles of ßome, was forced to give in, and 
do wbat any sensible man would bave done at first ; 
namely, take to bis bed, and send for you and a 
doctor." 

" And sbe told you all tbis !" 

" After a deal of cross-examinatioh ; but von 
know, my dear, wben I question folks I will be 
answered. Mercy on us, cbild ! wbat are you 
about t" 

" I am going to my busband," I replied, finnly. 
" Nay, aunt, no Opposition can stay me. l will go. 
Let a carriage and post-borses be sent for in« 
stantly." 

*^ But you're ill yourself, Bab, and . . . ." 

" I am well — quite well, now." 

" It's midsummer madness, I teil you 1" 
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^^ Let it be madness, then — I mean to be at the 
Osteria della Fossa by midnight," 

My aunt threw up her hands in indignant pro- 
test, while Ida glided quietly from the room, to see 
that my Orders were obeyed. 

«Mind this, Bab," said Mrs. Sandyshaft; «if 
any härm comes of it, remember I set my face 
against it. Why, you may be waylaid by banditti 
on the road I Who ever heard of such a thing as 
a lady going across that horrible desert outside 
Borne, at night, and unprotected I Besides, how 
can you leave the child ?" 

^' I shall take him with me." 

" Oh, if you want to kill the child, I hare no 
more to say," exclaimed my aunt, very angrily. 
" You know better than I do, what effect the pesti- 
lent night-air of the Campagna is Ukely to take 
upoh a poor little Infant like that. It's a wicked 
tempting of Providence — Qod forgive me, that I 
should say so of my own niece ; but that's what I 
think. Please yourself !" 

I did please myself. I knew that on a night 
when the atmosphere was purified by heavy rain, 
there would be no danger from miasmata ; and I 
also knew that I could carry my boy from his bed 
to the carriage, and so, most probably, all the way, 
without once awaking him. I said so, briefly but 
very decidedly, and left Mrs. Sandyshaft to cool 
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down while I dressed for the joumey. When I 
came back from my bedroom, I found her with 
her bonnet on, and a ponderous old horse-pistol 
lying bef ore her on the table. 

" There, my dear," said she, nodding very good- 
temperedly, and taking up this weapon with an air 
of great satisfaction, "that's to keep off the 
banditti. It always hung over my bedroom 
chimney-piece at Stoneycroft Hall; and when I 
came abroad, 1 brought it in the drawer of my 
dressing-case, where other folks carry jewellery. 
None of your foreign spies thought. of looking 
there; and catch me travelling about the world 
without some means of self-defence 1" 

Night ; darkness ; the wind howling round the 
empty piazzas ; the rain dashing against the car- 
riage Windows ; the blurred lamps flaring at the 
street-comers ; the long, lonely thoronghfares 
echoing to our wheels as we rattle past — every 
revolution of those wheels, every clatter of our 
horses' hoofs on the wet stones, every lagging 
second of every minute carrying us nearer and 
nearer ! Now wejcross the Piazza del Popolo, with 
the solemn old-Egyptian obelisk dimly seen in the 
midst ; and are stopped for a moment at the gate, 
where some half-dozen soldiers and a customs 
ofEcial are ^loitering inside, by a blazing wood-fire. 
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Now we are out upon the walled road beyond ; 
and overhead all is pitchy darkness, and around us 
the driving, blmding rain. 

Mrs. Sandyshaft sits beside me, and my baby 
sleeps sweetly in my arms. We are both silent. 
The postillion shouts to his borses and cracks his 
whip. Once we meet a travelling carriage with 
blazing laraps, and once overtake a lumbering 
diligence escorted by a couple of dragoons. These 
are the only incidents of our joumey. By and 
by the walls and outlying villas are lef t behind ; 
and we traverse a black, mysterioos expanse of 
open countiy, over which our road seems some- 
times to rise, and sometimes to fall, as if the 
ground were hilly. Thus the weary minutes ebb 
away ; and still every tum of the wheels carries us 
nearer and nearer. 

Now we reach La Storta, the first post from 
Borne, and take fresh horses. The change is 
effected, no doubt, as quickly as usual ; but the 
delay, to my impatience, seems interminable. I 
throw a liberal hv/ono mano to the last* postillion ; 
the new one Springs into his saddle ; we dash away 
at a gallant pace ; and through the gloom of the 
night, something like the outlines of near hills are 
now and then vaguely distinguishable. More 
than two-thirds of the distance are now past. In 
about twenty minutes more .... I tum hot 
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and cold by tums. I can scarcely breathe. 
The wildest apprehensions flit across my mind. 
What if he were dead when I arri ve ? What if he 
should only live to sigh out his last breath in my 
arms? What if Maddalena knew that he was 
dying ; and so brought me hither to gratify a last, 
subtle, pitiless, profound revenge? I strive to 
recall her face as 1 saw it just before I fainted. 
It looked pale, and stränge, and füll of meaning. 
She Said, " your husband lives ;" — not " he will 
live." Alas ! 

The road takes an abrupt tum. Then comes a 
break in the stormy canopy of clouds, and a 
faint gleam shows that we have entered a steep 
ravine. The brawl of a torrent mingles with the 
hoarse murmuring of the wind. 

" Just the place f or banditti," mutters my aunt, 
peering suspiciously from side to side. 

All at once, a light is seen gleaming some 
little distance ahead. Our postillion spurs his 
horses — shouts — cracks his whip — pulls up before 
a low, wide-fronted wayside inn .... the Osteria 
della Fossa ! 

The landlord (a mere peasant in a sheep-skin 
jacket) comes hurrying out with a lighted pine- 
torch in his hand, and bows us into a tiny, com- 
fortless parlour with a paved floor, and a handful 
of smouldering ashes on the hearth. 
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" ril wait here, Bab, and take care of the child," 
says my aunt, flurriedly ; " and, for mercy's sake, 
keep as cool as you can. Remeraber, lie's very 
ill, and excitement can only do him mischief. 
There now, keep up a good heart, and God bless 

you." 

" Is he awake ?" I ask, tremulously. 

^' Dimanderöy signoraj^ replies the landlord^ 
moving towards the stairs. 

I sprang af ter him. 

" No, no," I cried, snatching the lamp f rom the 
table. " Show me the way." 

"Upstairs, signora — ^the second door to the 
right. Permetta . . . ." 

" Enough — I will go up alone." 

I went alone. At the landing I pansed ; dread- 
ing, longing to go forward ; a wdld fluttering at 
my heart; a weight of lead upon my feet. 
Another two or three steps, and the first door is 
passed. Before I reach the second, I pause again. 
Is it only shadow, or do I see something dark 
against the threshold t 

The shadow moves — moans — ^lifts a white face 
to the light, and, crawling towards me along the 
sordid passage, grovels in piteous supplication. 

'* If you have a woman's heart in your breast — 
if you hope for God's pity in your last need, speak 
for me I" 



barbara's history. 303 



«Maddalenaf 

" Only to See him once more . . . to kiss his 
hand . . . to hear his voice, and know myself for- 
given ! Only this I only this !" 

" Poor soul ! what has happened ?" 

^' He will not see me — ^he will not speak to me ! 
I lie at his threshold, dying — f^ying — dying, be- 
cause he hates me ?' 

" Nay, you are not dying, and he does not hate 
you. Be calm. You shall see him, and he shall 
forgive you — ^for my sake. There, rise — ^rise and 
go down to the fireside, Your hands are like ice." 

" You promise ?" 

" I promise. It shall be my first prayer to him, 
and I know he will grant it. How long is it since 
he ref used to $ee you 1 What have you done to 
anger him ?" 

" Conf essed — conf essed everything ! Till this 
evening, I had never told him all. I did not dare. 
I pretended I had news of you from a stranger. It 
was to save his life ... I knew he would die with- 
out you. But I could not bear to deceive him 
longer. I told him ; and when I told him, h^ . . . 
ahy Dio ! he cursed me !" 

" He will recall the curse. Let me go to him, 
Maddalena, and, by the love I bear towards my 
child, he shall pardon you.' 

'' God in heaven bless you I" 
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" But you must go down to the fire, and be 
patient awhile. It may be an hour before I call 

you." 

" An hour ? Oh, no — no — ^not an hour !" 

I comforted her with such assurance of speed as 
I could give ; helped her to rise ; saw her totter 
f eebly down the stairs, a step at a time ; and then 
tumed to the door of the second Chamber ; opened 
it softly ; and went in. 

I saw a bed, screened by a single curtain ; a 
table, on which a small oil-lamp was buming ; and 
a young peasant woman dozing in a cliair beside 
the window. I hesitated a moment, considering 
what was best to be done ; then crossed the room 
noiselessly ; woke her by a gentle touch ; laid my 
finger to my lips ; and pointed first to my wedding 
ring, and then to the door. She opened her dark 
eyes — ^looked startled — then pnzzled — ^then intelli- 
gent ; whispered "copisco;" and crept out of the 
room. 

I sat down in her vacant chair . . . alone with 
him. 

His watch lay on the table — ^his dear familiär 
watch ; and with it a little piain gold locket that I 
had once given him, containing my portrait. It 
seemed so stränge to see them here ! I held my 
breath, and listened f or his breathing. I could not 
hear it. My terrors rushed back upon me. I had 
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meant to sit there quietly tili he woke ; but it was 
impossible. I feit that I must look upon him, be 
the risk what it might I 

I rose, shading the lamp with my band, and 
stole over to the bedside. His face was tumed to 
the wall ; his hair feil on the pillow in long, wild 
locks ; and he lay with one arm above his head, 
and the other thrown carelessly back. What a 
wasted band it was, and how the veins throbbed on 
it, as I gazed ! 

The blinding tears welled up from my heart to 
my eyes, and dropped heavily, one by one, upon 
the coverlid, like drops of summer rain. He 
stirred ; and I moved back, quickly. 

Then he sighed ; muttered something to him- 
self ; stirred again ; and said — 

''Cheorahr 

I stammered — 

^' Mezzor-notte^ dgnoreP 

He drew his breath quickly ; seemed to listen 
f or a moment ; then sat up all at once — ^tore the 
curtain aside — cried " Barbara ! my wif e !" . . . and 
we were once more folded in each other's arms. 

Once more, after so many bitter, bitter months 
of parting. Oh, the joy of that moment ! the be- 
wildering, overwhelming, intoxicating joy; never 
to be forgotten, and yet never to be perfectly re- 
membered. Tears, kisses, questions, sobs, broken 

VOL. III. X 
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exclamations — ^who can recall or record them? 
They are sacred, and dwell vaguely upon the 
memory, like a lialf-forgotten perf ume. 



" I am better — I know that I am better. The 
dead weight is gone f rom my heart, and the spnngs 
of lif e are renewed in my veins. Ah, Barbarina 
— ^my little Barbarina, how sweet to live again ! 
How weary the world has been without theel 
Methinks I hardly knew all the depths of my own 
tendemess f or thee, tili I had lost thee." 

" We will never part again, my beloved." 

" Never, tili death . . . but we won't talk of 
death, my darling. There — ^let me lay my head 
upon your bosom ; let me f eel your breath upon 
my f orehead. God be thaoked f or all this happi- 
ness !" 

"Amen, husband." 

" Hast thoa missed me, my little one?" 

"Day and night; läeeping and waking; in 
every act, and thought, and effort of my life." 

He smiled^ and elosed bis eyes. An ineffable 
peace stole over bis features, and he feil asleep. 

I dared not move — ^I scarcely dared to breathe; 
for bis head was resting on my bosom, and my 
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arms snpported him. Alas I bow weak he was — 
how weak and pale, and sorrow-wom, and wan ! 
A long time, or what seemed a long time, went by 
tbus. He slept like an Infant ; and, a& be slept, I 
saw witb rapture tbe f aint colour retuming to bis 
parted Ups, and tbe deadly pallor f admg f rom bis 
cbeeks and brow. Tben my position began to grow 
intensely painful. My Umbs became cramped; 
my bead swam ; my bands and feet lost Sensation; 
and I feit as if I migbt at any momeiat make some 
involuntary movement wbich would wake bim. 
But my strong self-control prevailed. I bore it, 
agony as it was, tili it eeased to be agony, and be- 
came a mere pbysical numbness, easy to endure. 

Tbe bouse all this tiiae was profonndly qniet. 
I could bear tbe borses pawing now and tben in 
tbe stable outside, and every tick of a clock some- 
wbere on tbe ground floor below, Once I f aneied 
I beard a f ootstep on tbe stairs ; but it was only 
for an instant. At lengtb, wben my eyes were 
beginning to close, despite my efforts to keep tbem 
open, be awoke. 

" Tben it is tnie !" said be. " No dream, af ter. 

aur 

" Utterly true, my busband." 

^' Andibave been asleep, sweetbeart — asleep in 
tby dear arms ! Sucb sleep is life. I f eel well 
— quite well, already — and quite bappy. Anotber 
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kiss^ my Barbara — ^let me hold yonr hand 

so! • . • . 

And he feil asleep again. 

As he slepty his grasp relaxed, and I was enabied 
gradually to disengage my hand. His head was 
now resting on the piUow. His breathing was 
gentle and regulär. His hands were cool; and 
the smile with which he had last spoken yet lin- 
gered on his lips. Such sleep was life indeed! 
He was saved — ^I knew that he was saved ; and I 
knelt down by his bedside, and offered up a silent 
thanksgiving to Hirn who "giveth his beloved 
sleep." 

Then I rose, took the lamp, and stole across the 
room. I opened the door. Something dark lay 
stretched across the threshold. It was Maddalena, 
crouched in her old place, with her face buried in 
her hands. Poor Maddalenal I had almost for- 
gotten her. 

Fearing to rouse her while the door was yet 
open, I stepped cautiously over her f eet ; closed 
the door behind me ; and then touched her on the 
Shoulder. 

"Maddalena," I whispered. "Wake, Madda- 
lena !" 

She neither stirred nor spoke. I stooped, and 
took her hand. It was cold, like marble, and as 



. barbaea's histoby. 309 

heavy. An icy shiver ran through me at the 

touch. 

"Maddalena!" I repeated, "are you asleep?" 
She still made no reply. I held the lamp lo 

her face she was dead. 



My Story is told. I believed, when I began to 
write, that I had "the labour of many months" 
before me. That was just six years ago, Wealth 
and happiness are no friends to industry. I have 
loitered over my task tili its latest incidents have 
already become things of the f ar past^ and more 
than one of the actors who figure in its pages have 
passed away f or ever from the stage of life. Who 
are those vanished ones? Nay ; I will assume the 
story-teller's license, and be silent. What need 
to jar our viols with the echo of a passing bell? 
What need, indeed, to f oUow f arther the f ortunes 
of any of those who, having played their parts, 
now make their exits as the curtain falls ? Paolo 
sailing sadly homewards over the sapphire Gelds of 
the Tyrrhene sea, bearing his sister^s body to its 
last rest in the little lonely graveyard of her native 
Capri — ^the good Professor merging his whole life 
and pouring his whole soul into his work ; climb- 
ing steadily on towards ever loftier aims and 
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broader views; less anxious for personal fame tban 
f or the development of truth in art, yet winning 
the one for himself and the other for bis disciples 
by the f orce of bis own nigged, resolute genius — 
Hilda niling her dull busband as if he were a 
lackey in her Service; carrying her imperious 
beauty from court to court ; dissatisfied at beart, 
and weary of even the wealth and homage for 
which she bad staked all the freshness of her 
youth — ^Mrs. Sandyshaft exulting onee more in 
English roast-beef and the society of her hundred 
pigs ; hating f oreigners and the fine arts with an 
undying bittemess ; quarrelling with Dr. Topham, 
pläying piquet with Hugh, and persisting in call- 
ing all babies monsters^ without exception or 
f avour — ^Ida and her husband leading their plea- 
sant artist-lif e close against that spot where " the 
antique house in which Raphael lived, casts its 
long broivn shadow down into the beart of modern 

Rome" what are all these but pictures 

which each reader will long ago have conceived 
for himself, and which no colouring of mine cau 
bring before bim more vividly? 

For my own part, in the golden years that have 
gone by since these times of which I have been 
writingy I can add nothing. Great happiness, like 
deep grief, is sacred. Words mock it. Its peace 
is too profound, its joy too perfect, to bear the 
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gross translation. Let those who love, realise the 
poem of our llves. To all other ears, its music 
would be discord; its language unintelligible. 
The hazel wand that brings to light the treasures 
of the earth, hath no magic save in the band of 
the Diviner. 



THE END. 
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TRAVELS ON HORSEBAOK IN MANTCHU 

TARTARY : being a Summer's Ridebeyond the Grbat Wall of 
Chin4. By Gborob Flbmivo. 1 ToL, Toyal 8vo., with Map 
and 50 Illustrations. 

** Mr. Fleming'B narrative i« a most charming one. He has an untrodden region to 
teU of, and he photographs it and it0 people and thelr waya Life>like deecriptionfl are 
intersperaed with personal anecdotes, local legends, and stories of adventure, some of 
them rerealing no common artistic power." — S^etator. 

" A more intereitlng book of travelB has not been pubUshed for somc thne past than 
fhis. A new world has in &ct been opened up by the adventurous spirit of the tra- 
▼eller. Canton and the southem districts of China have afEbrded abundant materiala 
for worlcB of trayd ; but of the fkr north, and the people that swann beyond the Great 
Wall, nothing of a truthful character was hitherto known The descriptiont giyea by 
Mr. Fleming of the Oreat Wall, of Moukden— the Biantchu capitalr— and of the habits 
and oocupations of the people, make an ezoeedingly interesting and highly instmctiTe 
book." — f'bserver. 

" Mr. Fleming has many of the best qualities of the traTeUer— good spirits, an ezcd- 
lent temper, sound sense, the faculty of Observation, and a litenuy cultiire which has 
enlarged his sympathies with men and things. He has rendered us bis debtor for 
much Instruction and amusement The yalue of his book is greatly enhanoed by the 
iUustrationa, as graphic as oopioos and well ezecuted, which is saying much.'* — Reiader. 

A PERSONAL NARRATIVE OF THIRTEEN 

YEAR8* SERVICE AMONGST THE WILD TRIBES OF 
KHONDISTAN, FOR THE SUPPRESSION OF HUMAN 
SACBIFICE. By Major-General John Campbbll, C.B. 1 vol., 
8vo., with lUastrations, 148. 

COURT AND SOCIETY FROM ELIZABETH 

TO ANNE, lUastrated from the Papen at Eimbolton. By the 
DüKE OF Mamghebter. 2Tol8.8vo,withFinePortraits.(Jastready.) 

ADVENTURES AND RESEARCHES among the 

ANDAMAN ISLÄNDERS. fiy Dr. Mouat, F.R.G.S., &c. 
1 vol., demy 8vo., with IUustrationa. iGs. 
** Dr. Mouat*N book, whilst forming a most important and valuable oontribution to 
ethnology, will be read with interest by the general leader.*'— iKtoMrum. 

** Dr. Mouat's volume will be welcome to very many l^ reason of the stränge inibr- 
mation with which it abounds. It is both amusing and instructivc;**— AromöMr. 

THE LIFE OF EDWARD IRVING, Minister of 

the National Scotch Charch, London. lUostrated by his Joür- 

VAL AND CoRRBSPONDBNOB. By Mrs. Oliphant. Sboond Edition, 

Bbvtsbd. 2 volfi. 870, with Portrait. 

"We who read these memoirs must own to the nobili^ of Inring*s character, the 
grandeur of his aims, and the extent of hla powersi His fnend Carlyle bears this testi- 
mony to his worth : — 'I call him, on the whole, the best man I have ever, after trial 
enough, found in this world, or hope to find* A character suoh as this is desenring of 
study, and his life ooght to be written. Mrs. Oliphant has undertaken the work, and 
has piroduced a biography of oonsiderable merit. The anthor fiilly undovtands her 
hero, and sets fbrth the incidents of his career with the skill of a practised band. The 
book is a good book on a most interesting theme." — Times, 

"Mra. Oliphant's *Lifeof Edward Irving ' supplies a long-felt desideratum. It is 
oopious, eamest, and eloquent On every page there is the impress of a large and 
masterly oomprehension, and of a hold, fluent, and poetle skill of portraitura Irving 
as a man and as a pastor is not only fully sketched, but ezhibited with many powerflu 
and liüfr-like touches, which leave a strong irapüeaA<m.**^EdinburQh Review, 

**Atni1y interesting and mott affecting memoir. Irving's Ufa onght to havea 
niche in every gallery of religlons biography There are ttw lives that will be ftüler 
of Instmction, interest, and consolation.**— iSoArdcv Rnim, 
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MEMOIRS OF JANE CAMERON, FEMALE 

CONVICT. By a Pkison Hahon, Author of " Female Life in 
Frison." 2 Tola., 21a. 

THE DESTINY OF THE NATIONS, as indi- 

CATBD IN Pbophect. Bj the Bev. John GuMMiNa, D.D. 1 vol. 
78. 6d. (Just ready.) 

THE LAST DECADE or aGLORIOUS REIGN; 

completing <<TH£ HISTORT or HENRY IV.. King of France 

and NaTarre," from Original and Authentic Sources. Bjr 

M. W. Frbkr. 2 Tols., with Portraits. 2l8. 

"The beit and moBt oomprehennve work od the leign of Heniy lY. available to 

Bnglish raidam. The Court Hiatoxy of Heniy's Glorious Beign can hardly be more 

oompletcly told than BGm Frear haa told iL" — Examiner. 

"Tbeie wAtunea are as creditable to ihe jadgmeat aa they are to the aeal and indua- 
txy of the author.'*— ilMaMruM. 

LES MISERABLES. By VICTOR HUGO. THE 

AUTHORIZED COPYRIGHT ENGLISH TRANSLATION. 

Third EDinoir. Complete in 3 toIs. post 8vo. Price 3l8. 6d. 
"We think It will be aeea on the whole that thia work haa aomething niore than the 
beautiea of an exquisite style or the word oompdling power of a literary Zeua to reoom- 
mend it to the tender care of a distant posterity ; that in dealing yritti all the emotiona, 

Ciiona, doubta, fieara, which go to make up our common humanity, M. Victor Hugo 
stamped upon every page the halUmark of genius and the k>ving patience and con- 
■dentiona labour of a true artiat But the menta of Les Misärabies do not merely eoo« 
riat in the oonception of it aa a whole, it abounda page alter page with detaila of un- 
equaUed beauty.'* — Quorfsr^ Review. 

** *Lealiia6rablea'iaoneofthoae rare worka which haveaatrong personal intereat in 
addiüon to their intrinaic importanoa It ia not merely the work of a truly great man, 
but it ia hia great and £ftvourite work— the firuit of yeara of thou^t and labour. Victar 
Hugo ia almoet the only French imaginatiTe writer of tiie preaent Century who ia en- 
titted to be oonaidered aa a man of geniua He haa wondeiiül poetical power, and he 
haa the iaculty, which hardly any other French noveliat posaeaaea, of drawing beautiful 
aa well aa atrUdng picturea. Axtother featnre for which Victor Hugo'a book deaenrea 
high pndae ia ita perfiect pority. Any one who reada the Bible and Bhakmeare may 
read * Lea Blia^bles.* The atory ia admirable, and ia put together with unaur- 
paaaable art, care, life, and aimplicity. Some oT l^e charactera are drawn with oon- 
aummate akilL*'— 0at7y Netp*. 

ITALY UNDER VICTOR EMMANUEL. A 

Peraooal Narrative. Bj Coüvt Charlbs Arriyabbnb. 2 t., 8vo. 

" Whoever wiahea to gain an tnaight into the Italy of the preaent moment and to 

know what ahe i^ what ahe haa done, and what ahe haa to do, ahould oonanlt Oount 

Arrirabene's ample voluraea, which are written in a style tfngnlaily vivld aad 

dramatlc"— ZNdkcfM'« ÄU the Fear RmuL 

HISTORY OF ENGLAND, FROM THE 

ACCESSION OF JABIES I. TO THE DISGBAOE OF CHIEF 
JUSTICE COKE. By Samubl Rawson Gardinbr, late Stu- 
dent of Christchnrch. 2 vols. 8vo. dOs. 
** We tbank Mr. Gardiner mnch for his able, intdligent, and interating book. W« 

win not do Um the iiguatiee to aay it ia tbe best hislacy of the period whleh it covm: 

it ia the onlj hiatoiy.**— i8,peota<or. 

THE PRIVATE DIARY OF RICHARD, DUKE 

OF BUCKINÖHAM ANB CHANDOS, K-G. 8 toU. 
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A LADTS VISIT TO MANILLA & JAPAN. 

By Anna D*A. 1 vol., with Illustration, 148. 

"This book is written in a lively, agreeable, natural style, and we oordially reoom- 
mend it as oontaining a fünd of varied information connected with the Far Eaat, not to 
be fouud recorded in so agreeable a manner in any other yolume witb which we an 
acquainted. " — Press. 

*'The author has given a picturesque and animated account of her voyages, and of 
fhe most noteworthy objects which presented themselyes in the course of her progresa 
from Singapore to China, and thence to Manilla and Japan." — PosL 

THE WANDERER IN WESTERN FRANCE. 

Bj G. T. LowTH. Esq., Author of "The Wanderer in Arabia." 
Illustrated by tbe Hon. £liot Yorks, M.P. 8vo. 168. 
"Mr. Lowth reminds us agreeably of Washington Irving." — Athetunm, 
" If Mr. Lowth's oonversation is only half as f^od as bis book, he must be a very 
charming acquaintance. The art of gossiping in bis style, never wearying the Ustener, 
yet perpetually oonveying to him valuable information, is a very rare one, and he poe- 
iesses it in perfection. No oi<e will quit bis volume without fiseling that he nnderstands 
Brittany and La Vendte." — Speetator. 

A WINTER IN UPPER AND LOWER EGYPT. 

By 6. A. HosKiNS, Esq., F.R.6.S. 1 vol., with Illustrations, 15s. 

**As a contribution to geography, Mr. Hoskins's work is a most ezoellent one In 
his archsaological researches he is as entertaining a guide as Belzoni himseli^ and the 
•ncient mythology of the conntry is treated by him with a breadth and scope of intel- 
lect worthy of a Bunsen ; whilst his description of the joumey up the Nile is as charm- 
ing as Moräre's acoount of the boyage of tSÜe Epicurean upon the same historic stream.** 
— Oöserwr. 

*' To traTeUers recommended to eiplore the Nile in search of health this volume will 
be invaluable It abonnds with exceUoit practical advioe and instruction^an advantage 
which renders it superior to all other Egyptian works of travel we have met with.*' — 
iSirfi. 

ÜREECE AND THE GREEKS. Being the 

Narrative of a Winter Besidence and Summer Travel in Greece 
and its Islands. By F&bdrika Brbmbr. Translated by Mart 
Howitt. 2 vols., 2l8. 
** The best book of travels which this charming anthoress has given to the pnbli&**^ 



POINTS OF CONTACT BETWEEN SCIENCE 

AND ART. By His Eminence Cardinal Wisbman. 8vo. 58. 
" Cardinal Wiseman*s interesting work oontains snggestions of real value It ia 
divided into three heada, treating respectively of painting, sculpture, and architectuxe 
The cardinal handles bis subject in a most agreeable manner."— ilrl JownaL 

HEROES, PHILOSOPHERS, AND COURTIERS 

of the TIME of LOUIS XVI. 2 vols. 2l8. 
" This work is ftdl of amushig and interesting aneodote, and snpplies many links in 
the great chain of events of a most remarkable period. — äxamisur, 

MEMOIRS OF CHRISTINA, QUEEN OF 

SWBDEN. By Hbnrt Woodhb\d. 2 vols. with Portrait, 21s. 
** An impartial history of the life of Queen Christina and portraiture of her chaiacter 
are plaoed before the public in these yuuaUe and interesting volumea.**— /Ven. 

LIFE AMONG CONVICTS. By the Rev. C. B. 

Gibbon, M.RI.A., Chaplain in the Convict Service. 2 yoIs. 21s. 
" All eonoemed in that momentous question— the treatment of our convictw mny 
peruse tnth intereat and beneflt the very valuable infinrmation laid before them by Mr. 
Gibaon in the moat pleaaant and Indd manner poasible.**— «Siiii 
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£NGLISH WOMEN OF LETTERS. By Julia 

Katavagh. Aathor of «* Nathalie," ** Adele," ** Freneh Women of 

Lettera," «< Qaeea Mab," &e. 8 vols^ 21s. 
■*T1iii woik of IGai Ksfanagh^s wffl be a plcMut contribation to tbe lifaiMmg oT 
the tiBoi, and in naaiiig a diriae to tlie meriti <rfaame <rf^ the lesding Engl^ 
l H a aliu e , Miai Kavanash 1ms al» aaaodated her own name with tiiein. The ytoA 
co mprisf j ahiognyhy ottattL a a lh wc» (aD womoiof icnownintheir da]ralldgen(aa- 
tion),alldanaeoaaIItalldaaatyaisofherp^]lc^alIl0Td& Tothistadc MiaaKaTana^ 
haa brog^it knoirled^ rf her «olieet, driicacy of diae rinihH i ti i n p, ia&m»y, and a genial 
fannoar, vfaieh makee her «fc^t ^ ^f— nhaMut to iiail" Irtiaiinai 

MAN; OB, THE OLD AND NEW PHILOSOPHY: 

Being Noten and Facta for tbe Corions, witb espeeial referenee to 
leeent writera on tbe saljeet of tbe Antiqnity of Man. By tbe 
Bev. B. W. Satilk, BLA.. 1 toL, 10b. 6d. 

DRIFTWOOD, SEAWEED, AND FALLEN 

LEAYES. By tbe Bev. John Cummino, D.D. 8 rote., Sls. 

** In thete Tofamei fhe eodal, li tei aij, BMnal, and idigiona qnestums et tbe day are 
tveated wiUi modi ckamrai of pero^Cion and great libcnlügr of sentimenl**— Obtenrer. 



THE LIFE OF J. M. W. TURNER, R.A, from 

Original Letten and Pspen fomisbed by bis Friends, and 
Fellow Academicians. By Walter Thormbust. 2 toIs. 8ro. 
witb Portraits and otber lUnstrations. 

TRAVELS IN BRITISH COLUMBIA ; with the 

Narratire of a Yacbt Voyage Bonnd Vanconver's Island. By 
CapUiin C. £. Babrbtt I^nnabd. 1 toL 8to. 

THE CHUECH AND THE CHURCHES; or, 

THE PAPACr AND THE TEMPOBAL POWER. By Dr. 
DöLLDiosR. Translated, by W. B. Mag Cabb. Syo. 

FEMALE LIFE IN PRISON. By a Fbison Ma- 

TBOH. ThIBD EdITIOH, WITH ADDinOlTS. 2 YOlfi^ 218. 
** niere are many obviona reasona why reocrda of piiflon life should prore an attxac- 
tlTe department of litentmre. The preeent Tolumes have at least thia higher pretoiaion, 
tbat whfle they aatiate our interest in peC mmrdefeesea and otfaer piiaon monstrodtiei^ 
tbqr ahn at nffor^n^ na a füUer vievr of the woridng of aredred and special depart- 
ment of State admimstration. The authoresB, who hu herseif been a prison matron, 
writes throngfaottt with good sense, good taste, and good Ibdtng. Tlie phenomena of 
ftmale prison life which she describes are nkoet carious, and we oooaider her book to be 
as authentie as it is neir in the form and details of its tnfonnatioD." — Tke Kaut. 

THE OKAVANGO RIVER; A NARRATIVE OF 

TRAVEL, EXPLORATION, AND ADVENTÜRE. By 
Charles John Andbrsson, Autbor of '*Lake NgamL" 1 toL, 
with Portrait and nnmerous lUnstrations. 

TRAVELS IN THE REGIONS OF THE 

AMOOR, AND THB RüSSLOr AOQUISinONS ON THE CONFINBS OW 

India and China. Bf T. W. Atkinson, F.G.S., F.R.6.8., 
Author of ^ Oriental and Western Siberia." Dedicated, by per- 
mission, to Hbr Majbstt. Second Edition. Royal Svo., witb 
Map and 88 lUnstrations. Elegsntly bound. 

THIRTY YEARS' MUSICAL RECOLLEC- 

XIONS. B7 HxmT F. Choklkt. 2 vola^ with Fortrsitc 



Ittarrr tht e^pmal pattottase ot1ktvMa]t»ts^ 



PMiihMd annualfy, in Om VoL, royal Bvo, vfith iks Arms beautiftJ^ 
engraved, handsarndy boundj voith gilt edges, price 31s. 6^ 

LODGE'S PEERAJE 

ANP BAE0NETA6E, 

CORBECTEP BY THE NQBILITY. 



THE THIBTT-BECOin) EDITION FOR 1863 18 NOW READT. 



LoDOB 8 Pbbraob akd Ba^okbtaob ig acl^nowledged tp b0 the most 
complete, aa well as the möst elegant, wörk of the kind. As 411 esta- 
blished and anthentic anthority on all questiöns respecting the familj 
histories, honours, and connections of the titled aristocracy, no work baa 
ever stood so high. It is pablished nnder the especial patrpnage of Her 
Majesty, and is annually corrected thi^nghont, from the personiü Com- 
munications of the K obifity. It is the only work öf its dfu« in which, tkB 
tjfpe being kq>t constantig standing, every coirection is made in its proper 
place to the date of publication, an advantage which gives it supremacy 
OYer all its competitora. Independently of its fall and anthentic infonna- 
tion respecting the existing f eerß ana Baronets of the realm, the most 
sednlons attention is given in its pages to the collateral branches of the 
Tarions noble families, and the names of many thousand individnals are 
introdnced, whlch do not appear in other records of the titled classes. For 
Sts anthority, correctness, and facility of arrangement, and the biant^ of 
its typography and binding, the work is jnstly en titled to the place it 
occnpies on the tables of Her Majesty and the Kobillty. 



LIST OF THE PBIKGIFAL CONTENTS. 



Historical Tiew of the Peera^ 
Furliamentary Roll of the House of Lords. 
Engliflh, Scotch, «nd Irish Feen, in their 

OTden of Preoedenca 
Alphabetical List of Feen of Great Britaln 

and the United Kingdom, holding snpe- 

rior rank in the Scotch or Irish Feerage. 
AlphabeÜcal List of Sootch and Iiisb Feen, 

bo^dlng saperbr titlet in the Peerage of 

Great Britain and the United Kingdom. 
Ä GoUeetive Llit <tf Peeri, in their order of 

Preeedenoe. 
Table of Precedency among Men. 
Table of Precedency among Women. 
Tbe Qoeen and the Royal Family. 
Peera of the Blood RoyaL 
Tle Peerage, alphabeucany ananged. 
FamOlea of auch Eztlncfe Peera aa have left 

Wldowicrlasae. 
Al|ihabeUcal List of the Sunames of all fehe 

Faenk 



The Archbishope and Bishops of En^and, 
Ireland, and the Colonies. 

Tlie Baronetage, alphabetically arranged. 

Alphabetical List of Snmamea aasomed by 
members of Noble Familles. 

Alphabetical List of the Seoond Tltles of 
Peers, nsoally bome by their Eldest 
Sons. 

Alphabetical Index to the Danghters of 
l^nkea, Marquises, and Earls, who, hsT- 
ing married Commonera, retatn the title 
of Lady before thdr own Christian and 
their Hnsbands' Sumames. 

Alphabetical Index to the Danghtera of 
Visconnts and Barons, wha harlng mar^ 
ried Commonera, are styled Hononrabto 
MrSi ; and, in case of the hnsband being 
a Buonet or Knight, Hononrable Lady. 

Mottoes alphabetically anmnged and tnn^ 
lated. 



" Lodge's Peerage must snperaede all other works of the kind, fbr two reasoos: first it is 
OD a better plan ; and seoondly, it is better executed. We can safdy prononnceit to be the 
readiest, the most useAil, and exactest of modcxn woiks on the sulgect** — Spedatar. 

" A work which oorrects all enors of former works. It is a most usfül publication.'*— 7t/»c«. 

** As perfect a Feerage as we an ever likdy to see published."— iTcro/it 



Bow nr coran of pubucattov. Each Wobk CosfpLKTs nr a sihols tolümb, 
iUnstnited by Mii.i.ai«, Houcah Umn, Luob, Biwut Footbb, Johh Gilbskt, 
TaahubLi Ac, elegantly printed and boond, prioe <&, 

inrst • anb Jkktt's Staitbarb Jibrarj 

OF CHEAP EDinONS OF 

POPULÄR MODERN WORKS. 
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VOL I.— SAM SLICK'S NATÜRE & HUMAN NATÜBE. 

** The llnt rolnme of Measn. Hont uid Blackett'B Standard Library of Cheap Edl* 
tions of Popnlar Modem Works forms a very good be^nnlng to what trill doubüess b« 
• veiy Bttc mwfli l nndertakinic 'Natnre nnd Homan Natore* is one of tlie best <^Sani 
Sllek%wltty and hnmoronsproductiona. and well cntiüed to thelargecircnlatlonwhich 
It cannot fidl to attain in its preaent conyenient and dieap ahape. The Tolnme com- 
biaea with the great reoommendationa of a dear bold type and good paper, the leaaer, 
bot ttiU attractive mertta, of being weil iUnatrated and elegantly boand."— AwC 

VOL. n.— JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN. 

** This is a Tery good and a very interesting work. It is designed to traoe the eaner 
fhnn boyhood to age of a perfSoct man—« Christian gentleman, and it aboonds in ind- 
dent both well and highly wrooght. Throacrhont it ts conceived in a high spirit, aad 
written with great ability. Thhi cheap and handaome new edition ia worthy to paaa 
freely from hand to hand,.a8 a gift-book in many hoosehfdda.**— fjumuMr. 

VOL. ni.— TEIE CRESCENT AND THE GROSS. 

BT BLIOT WABBURTON. 
" Independent of tta Tahie aa an original narrative, and ita naefbl aad intereatlnir 
laHonnation, this work is lemarluible f>ir its reverent apirit.'*— QuarliT^ Review. 

VOL. IV.— J^ATHALIE. BY JULIA KAVANAGH. 

'* * Nathalie * is Miss Kayanagh's best tanaginatire effork Its manner is gradoos aod 
attractive. Ita matter is good.'*— ^lik^Mmtik 

VOL. V.— A WOMAN'S THOUGHTS ABOUT WOMEN. 

BT THS ADTHOR OF *'jOHK HALIFAX, OENTLSMAN." 

" A book of sonnd oonnsd. It is one of the mnet seiuAble woiks of ita Und, well 
written, tme^hearted, and altogether practioü.** — BManmer. 

VOL. VI.-ADAM GRAEME OF MOSSGRAY. 

BT THB AÜTHOR OF '* MARGARET MAITLAND." 

** * Adam Graeme* is a story awakening genuine emoüons of interest and dellght bj 
its adxnlrable pictores of Scottish life and scenery."— AmC 

VOL. Vn.-SAM SLICK'S WISE SAWS 
AND MODERN INSTANCES. 

"The best of all Jndge Halibnrton's admirable works. It is an« of the pleasaateafe 
booka we erer read, and we eamestfy recommend it** — St4Mmdard, 

VOL Vm.— CARDINAL WISEMAN'S POPES. 

** A idctnresqne book on Rome and its ecdeslastical sovereigna.**— ^Momsinhu 

VOL. IX.— A LIFE FOR A LIFE. 

BT THE AÜTHOR OF **JOHir HALIFAX, OENTLBMAK." 
" In * A Ufe Ihr a Life ' the anthor ia fortDnate in a good snl^ect, and she haa prodneed 
Awofk of Strang eflbct**—JClkciMnfm. 

VOL. X.— THE OLD COURT SUBURB. BY LEIGH HUNT. 

**A delightftil book; Chat will be welcome to all readers, and moat weloonw to 
Ihoae who bare • lore for the best kinds of reading."— Aramtacr. 

VOL. XL— MARGARET AND HER BRIDESMAIDS, 

** We recommend all who are in search of a fksdnating story to read this work toK 
fhemselres. Thqr will Und it well worth thelr while.** — Aüuiuewm. 

VOL. Xn.— THE OLD JUDGE. BY SAM SLICBL 

** This woik is redolent of the bearty tan and strong senae of oor old flriend 
Sam SUdc.* **— CSkrMäcte. 



iurst anb Jkketfs Stanbarb f ikarj 

(CONTINUED). 



VOL. Xni.— DARBEN. BY ELIOT WARBÜRTON, 

**Thi8 last produilionf fram tbe pen of the anthor of *The Crescent and the Gross,* 
has the same demente of a very wide ifopularity. It will please ite tboosands."— Ofofre. 

VOL. XIV.— FAMILY ROMANCE ; OR, DOMESTIC 
ANNALS OF THE ARISTOCRACY. 

BT SIR BEBNAHD BURKE. 
*'It were fmpossible to praise too highly hb a work of amuMement this moat interert- 
iag iHMk. It onght to be foond on every drawing-room table." — Standard. 

VOL. XV.— THE LAIRD OF NORLAW. 

BT THE AUTHOB OV '*MR8. MARGARET MAITLAND." 

*• Scottiah life and character are here delineated with trae artistic tMÜ,'*'^H«raUL 

VOL. XVI.— THE ENGLISHWOMAN IN ITALY. 

"Mn. Gretton's work ia intereating, and füll of instmctlon."— TA« Tünet, 

VOL. XVn.— NOTHING NEW. 

BT THE AUTHOR OF *' JOHN HALIFAX, OENTLEMAN." 
" We cordially commend tliia book. Tbe sänne graphic power, deep pathos, bealtb- 
fol sentiment, and masterly e:(ecntion, which place that beantlfol work *John 
Halifkx,* among tbe Engliab dasaica, are everywbere diaplayed/*— CAronicfe. 

VOL. XVm.— THE LIFE OF JEANNE D'ALBRET, 

"Notbing can be more intereating than Miss Freer's (»tory of the life of Jeanne 
d* Albret, and the narrative ia as tmatworthj aa it ia attractive.'*-^P<w<. 

VOL. XIX.— THE VALLEY OF A HÜNDRED FIRES. 

BT THE AUTHOR OF ^ MARGARET AMD HER BRIDE8MAID8.*' 

" If aaked to dassity this work, we shonld glve it a place between * John Haliüuc,* 
and * The Caxtons.' ^-^Herotd, 

VOL. XX.- THE ROMANCE OF THE FORUM. 

BT PETER BÜRKE, 8ERJEAKT AT LAW. 

" A work of slngnlar interest, whtch can never fiiU to charm. The present cheap 
and degant edition indudes the trae story of the CoUeen Bawn."— /A««ratod Nem, 

VOL. XXL— ADELE. BY JULIA KAVANAGH. 

" AdUe is the best work we bare had by Miss Kayanagh; it ia a charming storj. 
The intereat kindled in the flrst chapter bnms brigbtly to the dosa" — AOuncevm, 

VOL. XXn. STUDIES FROM LIFE. 

BT THE AUTHOR OF '< JOHN HALIFAX, OEKTLSMAK." 

^ These * Stadies fnnn Ute * aie lemarkable fbr graphic power and Observation. The 
book will not diminisb tlie reputation of the accomplished author.'* — StUwrday Reviaw. 

VOL. XXni.— GRANDMOTHER'S MONEY. 

** A good nord. The most interesting of the author's prodnetions.** — Äthen<Bum. 

VOL. XXIV.— A BOOK ABOUT DOCTORS. 

BT J. G. JEAFFRBSON, BSQ. 

" A ddigbtfbl 'bodk.^'-'Athenaum, * A book to be read and re-read ; fit I6r the study 
aa «eil aa the drawing-room table and the drcnlating library."— ZfancsC 

VOL. XXV.— NO CHURCH. 

** We adyise all who bare the opportonily to read this book. It is weil wortb tha 
gbaiiy.**~'Äthenaum 

VOL. XXVI.— MISTRESS AND MAID. 

BT THE AUTHOR OF *'jOHN HALIFAX, OEHTLEMAB." 

" A good, whoieaoine book, gracefuUy written, and aa pleaaaat to read aa it is bk- 
itnictiTe."— '^CAciuMMN. 



THE NEW AND POPULÄR NOVELS, 

PUBLISHED BY HURST & BLACKETT. 



QUEEN MAB* By Julia Kavanagh, Author of 

** Nathalie," " AdMe," &c. 3 toIs. 
"This is one of the best prodnctioos of Miss Kayaiiagh*s pen. Queei) Mab is more 
cbanning tban any other former creation. The story will find mucB ftyour with the 
public."— 0*»err«r. 

THE BROWNS ÄND THE SMITHS. By the 

Author of '* Anne Dysart," &c. 2 vols. 

THE WIFE^S EVIDENCE. B^ W. G. Wills, Esq., 

Author of " Notice to Quit," &c. 3 toIs. 

GOOD SOCIETY. By Mrs. Grey, Author of 

"The Gambler's Wife," &t. 3 vole. 
** * Oood Society,' in all ita varioua phases,- conies hx for a complete anatoinisation at 
the hands of oor aathor. That very many of the chafacters are sketched from liüe can 
admit of no doubl The ditiogue it lively, and the *.lnterioT8 •' are painted with a Weil 
accustoraed hand, whether the fcene is laid in the marquis's mansion, the squire's hall, 
the country parsonage, the RomisH chap€l, or the lodging-house ii^ Bel^via. Alto> 
gether, to our mind, this surpasses any of the former works of the wnter." — UniUd 
Service Magazine. *' Mn. Grey writes well, and ^ith spirif— /\w& 

MARY LYNDSAY. By Lady.Emily Ponsonby. 

" The best-written and most interesting of the autnor's works.** — Post 
** An original and graceful story. The chuacter of Mary I^rndsay is moat beoutifully 
and nobly conceived. — /oAn BuiL 

BÄRBARA'S HISTOßY. By Amelia B. Edwards. 

.Author of " My Brother's Wife," Ao. 3 yoU 

LOST AND SAVED. By The Hon. Mes. NoSton. 

Fourth Edition. With a Letter from the Author. 8 vols« 

LEFT TO THEMSELVES. By the Attthor of 

" Cousin Geoffrey," &c. 3 toIs. 
" A yery graphic, forcibie, and interesting work."««— Am. 

FLORIAif'S HUSBAND. 3 vols. 

" A briUiant work, beautifiilly written."— iSttii. 

CHURCH AND CHAPEL. By the Author of " High 

Church," •« No Church," and " Owen : a Waif." 3 vols. 
" This novel sustains the credit of the author's previons works. It is a story of wdl- 
sustained interest'* — Athenteum. 

VERONIA. 3to1s. 

**Thls novel ezhiUts no mean powers of conoeption and expresiioa*' — /Vst 

RESPEOTABLE SINNERS. By Mbs. Brotheb- 

TON, Author of "Arthur Brandon." 8 rols. 

LIVE IT DOWN. By J. 0. Jeatfreson, Third 

Edition. Revised. 3 vols. 
" This story will satisfy most readera. The interest goes on increasing to the last 
page; It is by £u: the best work of fiction Mr. Jeafifreson haa written.** — Athenäum. 

HE ART AND CROSS. By the Author of «Mar- 

garet Maitland." 1 yoI. 
** A delightful work. The interest is preaerved to the doslng page**— jPosC 

THREE LIVES IN ONE. 3 vols. 

" This story abounds with life and character."— iSwi. 

VICISSITUDES OF A GENTLEWOMAN. 3 v. 
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